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THE DREAM BARGE 

I 

Worn here and there by little feet. 

The mat upon the floor is string; 

And when you shake it, full of dust, 

By day an ordinary thing. 

But you should see it when at night 
The house is still and stars arc bright. 

At first it will begin to glow, 

As if a pixy lantern led 
From some trap-door beneath the boards, 
Luring the children out of bed. 

As, underneath a northern sun. 

The tattered Piper might have done! 

And then it takes on many a hue, 

A golden thread in darkness spun, 

A scarlet from some brown bazaar. 

The crimsons of a desert sun, 

Seen from a swaying camel’s back, 

When the hot sand-storm blurs the track. 


It smells of amber* and of jars 
Of Orient essences and oils, 

As if some wide -winged jinn had swept 
A sultan's still-room for his spoils; 
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THE DREAM BARGE 


While thro* the spices come the fine 
Cool whiffs of dainty jessamine. 

At either end, a tiny lamp 

To steady it and give us light, 

The lamps are of the prophet's green 
Of floating oil in malachite; 

And where they touch the carpet's fold. 
Their twisted handles are of gold. 


Thus a dream barge our mat becomes! 

It glides across the nursery floor, 

It lifts itself beside the bed. 

And, tho* our mother locked the door, 

The window offers it no bars, 

Wide open to the watching stars. 

How small the town looks from above! 

There is the schoolhouse, there our street. 
We see the station signal glow, 

The big policeman on his beat; 

And now there comes a white cloud’s breast, 
A spire pricks thro’* We lose the rest. 


Green fields beyond the city’s rim, 

The dark slopes of the forest land; 

And there we find the foam-ringed beach. 
The pale arms of the clasping sand; 

The dwarf-backed waves that ride the blue. 
And thus the fairy tales come true. 

Upon a narrow spit of shore 
The centuries’ memorials pile; 

Here are the dun sails of a boat 
Blown northward down the yellow Nile. 
We see a black- robed woman kneel 
Beside a wailing waterwheel. 
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Blue Loin-cloths of the fellahin 
About their lithe, dark bodies set; 

The crooked alleys of the town, 

The tracery of a minaret* 

Dead cities, where the wild things tread, 

And all we ever dreamed or read* 

We see the corn jars in the wall, 

The women going to the well, 

Prayer -makers crying from a tower. 

We hear the distant camel bell. 

And watch, for many a dreaming mile, 

Grain barges drifting on the Nile, 


We find the Valley of the Kings, 

And all the kings are very still; 

They care no more to wander from 
Their rock-hewn caverns in the hill; 
Tho* far away, with ghostly hands. 

Fair mirage beckons from the sands. 

We hear the tinkling waters fall 
Where some green Arab garden glows; 
We wing above the shady aisles 
That smell for ever of the rose, 

While, just outside the crumbling wall. 
Black scorpions in the sunshine sprawl. 


We feed our oil lamps from the jars 
The Syrian merchant keeps in store; 

He spreads for us a rainbow robe 
Some Caliph*s lover long since wore. 
We shake our heads, Tho’ we may roam. 
Dream barges carry nothing home ! 

A little Nubian boy, so black 

From small flat feet to bullet head, 
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Carries a bowl of scarlet, filled 

With snowy milk and floating bread; 
And, pecking with pink beaks at it. 
Blue pigeons on his shoulder sit. 


Here is a lady, deeply veiled. 

Two bright eyes o'er a strip of lace. 

She watches as if wondering 

At two strange children in this place; 
The jewels on her hand are great. 

Her wrist seems weary of their weight, 

A dusky eunuch follows her. 

With feathers in his woolly hair; 

If he should stab her with his knife, 

We scarcely think that she would care 
We sigh as to our barge we swing. 

She seems to us the loneliest thing! 


II 

Here the grey donkeys climb the pass. 
Their osier baskets bulging big 
With sugary dates in Smyrna packed. 
And bursting lilacs of the fig* 

We turn from these, amazed to see 
How deep the blue of Galilee! 

We have no map; our barge floats on. 
Our Captain only is our wish! 

A gaudy-hue d flamingo screams 
Above the silver heaps of fish* 

And there a grave, black-bearded man 
Is watchful of the pelican. 


THE DREAM BARGE 
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III 

Now we arc in an audience hall, 

A throne with peacock feathers drest; 

A little bundle of a king. 

His silly head sunk to his breast; 

His beard is dyed a royal blonde, 

And emerald and diamond 
Set his great turban all ablaze. 

He sucks a water pipe and sighs, 

The slender girl against his knee 
Looks down with murder in her eyes; 
While one who stands behind the throne 
Spits envies of a queen overthrown. 

A messenger, who entered in 

With panting breath, salaamed and laid 
On cushions at the monarches feet, 

A heavy bag of rich brocade. 

A greeting he had carried far. 

By jungle ways, J neath sun and star. 

Past brakes where hungry tigers lay, 

Past creepered trails where pythons hang. 
Thro 1 mist-choked passes of the hills, 

Down valleys where the locust sang; 
Salute from his high lord to bring, 

And beg a favour of the King, 

Who yawns and blinks and nods his head. 

The Favourite crouching at his feet. 

She eyes the messenger, and he 

Gives back her glances, more discreet. 
Conveying, between naked toes, 

A folded paper. How she glows, 

As, bending on some swift pretence. 

She slips it in her purple sash! 
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Again we hear the sound of bells; 

This time their hurry makes them clash 
Like knife on knife. There is a stain 
Of red . * . We mount our barge again. 

No palace windows are too high 
To keep our ship of fancy out; 

The frightened doves wheel from the court, 
In the bazaar we hear a shout, 

And, galloping by gardens green, 

We see a swaying palankeen. 

We leave the towered town again, 

We like it not in angry mood, 

Where smoked the incense of the shrine, 
The cinnamons seem damped with blood. 
Above the misty millet plain 
We laugh into the clouds again . . , 

To find the tossing sea once more. 

Below our flight see coral isles. 
Lighthouses feeling with their rays 

Where stealthy, treacherous tide beguiles; 
And hear the gannets o'er the race 
Scream, pecking at a dead man's face. 

We see black flags of pirate dhows. 

The rusting gold in Spanish ships, 

A princess in a sea-girt tower, 

Holding a dead flower to her Ups, 

While, riven by the sharp rock's fangs, 
Half-way, a silken ladder hangs. 

And then above our own dear land 
In the grey east there glows a light, 

Oh, hurry, hurry, magic barge, 

Or we shall not be home to-night 1 


THE DREAM BARGE 
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And, at the school across the way. 
Geography's the task to-day. 

Our dreapa^jarge takes no heed of that — 
Whdre would its claim to magic be 
If it were tied to time and tide, 

The chattel of geography 1 
Dream barges always guess their route . . . 
The dawn star fades, as down we shoot. 

How short the night! How long the day! 

The key is turned; the nursery door 
Jerks open, and a mat of string 

Sinks worn and ugly to the floor . . . 
As in cold beds we snuggle down, 

A cock crows somewhere in the town. 
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THE SHADOW OF A BEE 

You pride yourself (the way some churchmen do. 
Following the Book) your duty here is done J 
Leaving me prone, a crushed and crumpled heap 
Of penitence! A wilful, foolish child. 

Feeling the rod that heals her of her shame 
That she may live to holiness and turn 
The wild life-forces into sacred use, 

I saw upon the cold grey chapel-wall 
The shadow of a bee, A wedge of sun 
Drave through the splendours of the yellow glass 
Leaded about (as custom keeps in fire) ; 

The shadow of the bee was twice as large 
As was the bee that darted to the floor, 

Dreaming a syrup in a waxen drop 

The candles spilled. That bee was brown and gold, 

And smelled, I knew, of heather -tops and grass, 

And slow, sweet primrose honeys of the hive. 

Its hairy legs at noon were gripped by flowers 
In near embrace, and still it ached of them. 

You thought you left me weeping on the stone— 
My beads laced in my fingers — to repent; 

A broken, slender, white and woman thing 
Made for a toy, and never for a coif. 


THE SHADOW OF A BEE 
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Made more for man than God, if God be such 
A® you have shown Him, stern* aloof, and blind 
To sudden dimples in a bud-pale cheek 
And tiny rose-leaf buttons hidden by 
The folded 'kerchief of a satin breast. 

Belike my heaving shoulders aped a storm 
Of self-accusing, waking modesty; 

But underneath my down-dropt lids I saw 
A tasseiled moor the summer whips to bloom; 
And lovers, to each others’ bodies held, 

Breathing hot gorse and drunken with the sun! 


SEVEN MAGPIES 

"Seven magpies for a witch.”— L as cashire proverb. 

Seven magpies have I found in between the barley 
sheaves, 

Seven magpies like a shadow crossed the poplar’s yellow 
leaves, 

Seven magpies in the hollow where the brambles crowd 
the leas, 

Knitting vnth their thorny fingers olive stockings for 
the trees; 

Seven magpies— was I dreaming, drugged with spice of 
afternoon, 

When I saw their black wings flitting o’er the golden 
harvest moon? 

And a ghostly light was playing in the stubble here and 
there, 

While the glistening grain-stooks quivered to the gam- 
bolbngs of a hare! 

When the grass was wet this morning with the weavings 
of the dew, 

From the glade among the oak-trees seven birds across 
it new! 

N0W hiU find the Secm pathway Mfted to the larch-ringed 

Win me g stiU? 3 daPpled ribbon ~ and th e wings are with 
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Noon* A drowse of scented sunshine soaked in resins 
of the pine; 

Sable feet of seven magpies keep a dancing march with 
mine; 

And when violet- vestured evening looks athwart the 
darkening zone* 

Will the witch’s seven servants set their measure to my 
own, 

Till, when pallid stars are peering at the chinks of 
Heaven’s door, 

I shall see a ruby signal flashing on the valley’s floor. 

And the shadow rising, falling, of the black cat by the 
fire, 

Till the cavern in the mountain woos me as a heart’s 
desire? 

Be she old and worn and wizened, with her scant locks 
snaky-grey. 

And her withered breasts forgetting all the lovers of 
her day, 

Then I shall go laughing downward to the safety of the 
plain. 

Knowing there be maids more comely where a man 
may kiss again. 

But if she be small and subtle, with a face moon-pale 
and fair. 

Twisting scarlet rowan- berries in the storm-clouds of 
her hair. 

With a mocking mouth and dewy, and a firm breast, 
almond- white. 

Then the Curse of Seven Magpies shall be on me like 
a blight I 


AT MOONRISE 


The first man, finding he could stand erect, 

Crept from his rocky cavern and looked out 
One night, to where there hung across the sky 
The great and golden circle of the moon, 

Black were the fir-trees on the jagged hill. 

Black were the valleys where huge monsters moved 
Grunting and shuffling, hissing in the dark 
Lit here and there by yellow glint of eyes 
Or flash of fangs that dripped each other's blood . * 

Half crouching at the entrance of the cave. 
Clutching his weapon in his hairy hand, 

With small red eyes and sagging underlip, 

He felt a strangeness stir within his breast 
That knew brute love and hunger and hot thirst, 
But had not pulsed before to vague regrets 
For some pale Eden of high sentiment 
That means not clinging limbs, but /using souls. * , 


He saw the moon-bloom on the empty crags: 

He smelled the moist perfumes the moon-ray found. 
He saw it reach the waters like a spear, , 

Then he wheeled suddenly and weeping, sought 
The shadow with his face turned to the wall . . 
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To-night you see the moon across the sands 
And ponder if it finds the far-off loom 
Of some Hy-Brasil that is made of dream: 

The heavy scent of coastal box blows down 
To spice the shore with sweets* You hear beyond 
The gum-trees and the whisper of the leaves 
A band that blares out jazz at the hotel , P . 

Yet, with your bridegroom's kisses on your mouth 
Clad in your satin gown and fragile shoes 
You ache to wander thro 1 the thorny bush 
By some lone crag to watch the moon Alone, 

And know not why your eyes are blind with tears , . , 


SYDNEY 


"God! What a place to write int ”— The Triad* 

Short streets, funny streets, twisting to the sea, 
Broadening out to tramlines and the muddle of the Quay, 
Lanes of lurking twilights with a smell of mystery. 
Old boats, new boats, rocking at the rim 
Of a magic ocean. Orange lamps grown dim, 
Hunter-street is full of fog . . , choking to the brim! 


One step down ... a musty shop , * . hats* and boots, 
and bags; 

’Neath the sign of "Wardrobes Bought/* where the 
roadway sags* 

Vice has cast her satin gown, Virtue left her rags! 

On the stone-cracked window, focused like a star, 
Darts a shaft of sunshine to a yellow jar 
Spirited by genii out of Africa! 


In the spidered corner, pale as dying leaves* 

Looms the portly outline. There some prisoner grieves 
Dreaming Morgiana and the Forty Thieves! 

Posters on the pavement* women at the kerbs, 

From a hidden garden sudden whiff of herbs 
Where a roaring southerly sleeping buds disturbs! 


SYDNEY 
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Mocking Maori idols in the wide arcade . . . 

Or a blue-eyed baby with her black-eyed maid 

When the doves are cooing in a rustling glade 

And the bright geraniums flank the Gardens’ gate . . . 

Or a tragic harpy with a mouth of hate 

Slinking where in darkness Lust and Murder wait. . . 

Portly dames in crackling silks, thin lips overwise, 
Gliding by in motor-cars of a mighty size, 

Paris gloves, expensive shoes, avaricious eyes. . . 
Fluted roofs at Mosman, South Head’s swinging lights. 
And the lure of laughter in the summer nights, 

When we twist hot scarlets thro’ our day-time whites! 

Sun-flecked paths at Hunter’s Hill, boughs across the 
sky; 

Time in muffled sandals shuffling slowly by. 

Piling records, resin sweet, where pine-needles lie. . . 
One sail flashing westward on a sunset cruise, 

In the hush of midnight, little clicking shoes . . . 

Or the pad of naked feet out at La Perouse! 


The nectar of magnolias, the sob of a violin, 

A dawn-wind sane as virtue, a night-wind sick as sin, 
And a year-round wide-set window to let the dream-folk 
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Centuries gone, on a vine*set mountain 

Where the soil was rich from the lava flow, 

Near a city built on the fiery fountain 
That belched red death in the Long Ago* 

Fate scrawled on your horoscope a sign: 

The flowers you planted should all be mine! 

On the edge of the desert, where palm-trees hung. 
And the dromedaries with silver bells 
Chimed harmony to the Arab tongue, 

By a flat-roofed dwelling and shallow wells* 

You made a pleasance of fig and date. 

And you placed Another inside the gate. , „ 

But she died with the lamp of the bridal eve. 

A shadow out of the desert came; 

How long did your heart for her child-heart grieve? 

I was star — and blossom — and wind — and flame. 
Ere the sheep ran home to the shepherd’s pipe 
Ere the dates you gathered for her were ripe, 

I set mare’s milk in the gourd for you* 

I ground the grain, and I dried the fig. 

The moon was a wisp on the starry blue 

And you wedded me when the moon was big 
Copper and round as a warrior’s shield, 

And you laughed to grip me — and I, to yield- 
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You made a garden in Old Japan 

Dwarf cedar-trees * and a cherry bloom. 
With a quaint house built on the Willow plan 
And a lacquer screen in a paper room. 

And a grasshopper in a wicker cage, 

And a blossoming plum in your hermitage. 


You were vowed to Silence, to Fast, to Prayer, 

A holy man, and no woman’s voice 
Dare pierce your vows , * . but I found you there, 
A barren waste were a wiser choice! 

Where no cedar bloomed and no plum could grow. 
For the gods of the Past had willed it so! 


And you smote me twice with a driving blade. 

And you cursed the woman who broke your hour. 
How could I help it? The spell was made 
Ere ever the lotus learned to flower 1 
That, wheresoever the land might be. 

You could sow no seed that was not for me! 

A little back from the country road, 

In a prim white fence you have made your home, 
But you feel the prick of the centuries 1 goad 
And are restless, waiting till I shall come; 

While here and there for my marriage dower, 

You trim a bud — and you tend a flower — 

And wonder why you are ill at ease. 

Your household jest at your “waste of time,” 

When you pace alone under dreaming trees. 

That whisper secrets of many a clime 
Of green oasis, of bridged lagoons, 

Of the slow, gold essence of honeymoons. . „ 
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When you pruned the trees where the boughs arch over 
The buffalo grasses on moony nights. 

When you trained the jasmines, like a lover 
To feed your soul with their fragrant whites. 

How could you guess that it was for me 
You trailed the vine, and you dipt the tree? 

When you watered the grass on the oval patch 
And grooved the steps in the terraced green. 

Did you hear no lift of the fastened latch? 

Did nothing pass by the paw-paw’s screen 
To tell you that you must toil in vain 
Till our cycle brought me to you again? 

Because of a night in Old Japan 

When my life went out on your bright red blade, 
Because you have thwarted the Great God's plan. 
Because of a game you have not played, 

In the hush of the moonlit night you wake 
And break your heart for a woman's sake, , « 

The Neatest to you are still estranged, 

The ties you make, they can never bind, 

Oh, think of the scented ways we ranged. 

When the moon was full and the gods were kind! 
Wistaria blossoms that wreathed the gate. 

Yet . . * I have forgiven , f , and I can wait . * , 
Till the gods have said that the blade is clean. 

That Love Eternal defies the stain, 

Till my hands find yours with no hands between, 

And the broken circle is whole again; 

With brave boughs fended, with roses deep, 

In our last green garden we two shall sleep ! . , 


OLD MEN 


I see them sometimes in the sunny street* 

Old men who lean on sticks or walk alone 
With drooping shoulders; old men who have seen 
The passions that Youth fosters sink and die; 

Old men who once were fire themselves* who now 
Close careful fingers over some cold coin 
That brings just food and shelter — these two things 
Become essential — shutting out all else! 

And I know 

Old men who live from morning until night 
In corners of dim libraries, and pore 
Over dark* tattered books* who until death 
Will keep a thirst for knowledge, strange old men 
Whose brains are clear and strong; the body bent. 
Once supple limbs stiff as some wintry bough. 
Gnarled jointed fingers* where a woman’s hand 
Had once lain warm, and leathern wrinkled cheeks 
A bride’s rose mouth had pressed so long ago. 

He has all but forgotten how she lay 
Within his arms to make of him a god; 

Old men in shadow in the summer-time, 

With nodding heads and blinking eyes; old men 
Shivering in winter in a patch of sun; 

Old men in gardens talking politics 
In names long gone from Life's electoral roll; 


OLD MEN 


Old men who can remember wooden ships 
And days of link boys, and when Dickens wrote 
His serials, month by month, and how they strove 
To save up pennies that a lad might learn 
The ending of the chapter as it came 
From that grey house in London where he wrote. 

Some chuckle as they tell the oft-told tale; 

The voices quaver as the stories grow — 

Voices that once were wont to boast and shout 
In lusty arrogance of ardent youth: 

The eyes are deprecating, for they seek 
Affection from the young, though it be doled 
In paltry measure. Youth has much to give, 

And spills a little of its treasure here! 

Kind, and, if careless, kind at any rate I 

Crumbs from his board is all that old men crave. 

And some sit silently, remembering, 

And now and then will laugh, and then will sigh; 
Only the dead years know what they recall. 

At times one stoops to pluck a violet, 

Creaking in every joint and breathing loud, 

And in the presence of mere Middle Age, 

Wistful, apologetic, as Old Age 

Learns to be at the last to those who shove 

Him from his niche, too greedy for his place, 

Forgetful of the decent interval, to leap 

At Chance, and leave him waiting only death. 

It breaks my heart to see these old men go. 
Slowly and sadly, in the hurrying street; 

Neglected, overlooked by all but Time. 


FO-TAI-HO-CHUNG 
( The God of Contentment) 

Oh, fat white god on the cedar shelf* 

I scarce dare look in your cheery face. 

For every crease of your body cries: 

“When Man so long in the dark earth Ues 
Why lose one moment of light and grace? 

“Get fat — like me— on your happiness! 

When the end is come, then your ghost may stay 

In some lush corner of fecund earth, 

Waiting the call to a bright rebirth. 

And planning jollity all the way,” 

With the soles of his feet upturned he sits. 

One hand is holding a wreath of grass. 

He smiles secure thro 1 our changing hours. 

For bis dreams are threaded with deathless flow-rs — 
There is only gold in bis hour-glass. 

Out of the rainbow he stole a prism, 

That the light of his skies be never dim; 

His soul is a well of happiness 

Till the world seems naught but a huge wine-press 
Squeezing the joy of life for him. 
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Hugging his goodly paunch he sits. 

And everywhere is a jest discerned, 

No lean saint he, with a begging bowl. 

He stirs the vat of his bubbling soul 
With mem’ries plucked where a quick blood burned 

I am ashamed — who wept last night— 

TiU the moon was blurred in a mist of grey 
To look at his round, contented self 
Hugging his paunch on the cedar shelf 
And smiling out of the dusk — at day* 

But . , - he is china * * * suppose a charm 
Could work for me from his kind mouth spoken? 
Some sorcery of the Orient 

Till I be made porcelain , * * white , . P content , * . 
For only once can such gods be broken * 


WANING MOON 


The mice of the Dark have nibbled the moon 
Where it lay on the shelves of Day, 

And where it was round as the sun at noon 
They have bitten one half away! 

A waning moon, where the witches ride 
On trotting broomsticks across its face. 

With the lean cats swaying from side to side. 
Till the world is a haunted place! 

I must hang some garlic above my door 

Lest a vampire stray from the graveyard wall 
I must tell my rosary o'er and o'er. 

And I must not walk on the moor at all, 

For who can say what its miles may hold 
Or the grey mist yield to me? 

There are things all rigid, and blue, and cold, 
Where the brown moor meets the sea. 

I have latched the door, but I hear it move; 

I have closed the shutter with wooden bars, 
For this is the night that the goblins love 
When a black pool holds the stars, 

I must trim my lamp, put my knitting by. 

And read from the Holy Book, 

There are bat-wings blown on a livid sky 
And the moon dies as you look* 


GREETINGS 


If there should come to you* blown down the wind 
(Above the smoke and soot and stealthy cats 
That ramble inwards on the dingy roofs, 

High-pitched child- voices in obscure backyards 
And all this chorus of unlovely things) 

A breath of roses, as though Eastern jars 
Had slipped their lashings on the donkey’s back, 

Met a sly kick in falling, or crashed hard 
Against the stained steps of an ancient mosque: 

While filthy beggars whined and sniffed and scraped 
About the wreckage, wondering if it held 
Amid the shattered dragons of the delf 
A sugared sweetmeat rolled in cinnamon, 

Cursing the small white donkey, when they found 
Only the rose-leaves of a summer dead — 

If this scent comes to you o’er chimney pots. 

Blown weathercocks and half a million tiles. 

To tell of sleepy, dew-bathed carmine buds 
Or big round yellow blooms with petals proud 
For just one day, night finding them grass-strewn* 

Oh, you win know ’twas 1 who laced the wind 
With an old dream of roses that we knew! 
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And if at evening when the emerald stars 
Have made a jewel-mine of sea and sky. 

And you shall stir to the forgotten touch 
Of that fond hand that used to curl in yours 
And hate to leave the man-grip of your palm; 

Then if your fingers seem to close in sleep 
About the ringless hand that loved too well. 

It is my phantom, passing through the air 
Ghost fingers that are lonelier than yours l 

If at the dawn, you wake to muffled cries, 

Hoarse chantings of the street and loud newsboys 
Who seem to think that Crime was made for this , 
Murder and suicide and bloody war, 

Especially designed for special sales t 
And raucous milkmen and insistent wheels, 

And all things city -smirched and foul and grey. 

No welcoming leaves a-peep o'er window-sills 
And the sun worship of awakening trees — 

If there comes humming like a haTp in boughs, 

Soft waves on pebbly beaches, or a breath 
Ringing the golden bells of mountain flowers, 

Know it is I, whose heart keeps music still 
Among the broken strings you used to play! 


THE FRUIT OF DAY 


Night is the fruit of day, a shining: fruit. 

Of a dark apple of the moonless hours 
Sprung from the mists of earth, a tree whose root 
Packed with the perfume of a million flowers 
Drinks at the well-spring of our secret thought 
Till, sap and stem, the final aim have wrought. 

Where the blue bough of Heaven earthward dips. 
Dawn was the rosy pricking of the bud. 

The paling stars were dipt for silver pips. 

But when the warm noon came to mellow flood, 
It brought the petals of the finished flower 
Till thrifty Twilight, in her moth-grey bower, 

Moulds with mysterious fingers, Night's full globe 
Of blossom- trembling hedges by the rill. 

Where hands unseen have caught the stealthy robe 
That rustles, to hushed laughters, up the hill: 
Fate, plucking from Life's tree a varied loot 
Will drop into our laps our cherished fruit! 

A child at play beside the long lagoon 
Finds Night come down a sun-kist apricot 
Grass-yellow as a lifting harvest moon 

All firm and wholesome flesh: no creeping rot 
Making the roughened stone a tomb, to hide 
The myriad writhing worms that lurk inside f 
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To one shall come the Apple of Desire 
Red-stained upon the ambers of its globe, 

Keeping within its core a smouldering fire 
To scorch the snout, that nozzles Circe's robe: 

A fatal circle is its pared rind, 

Where the slow seeds of lust their fruits shall find: 

To one may fall an orange of the South 
Glistening mosaics packed within its sphere, 

Rich with the scarlets of a passionate mouth 

Or quivering rainbows, fashioned on a tear. * - . 
Because he cannot hope to build again 
The castle towers that seemed so real — in Spain. 

A purple plum Night flings the sailor-man; 

It cast white petals once in Tokio 
Emblem of purity in Old Japan, 

But wanderers cannot reap the seed they sow 
* , . Too ripe for him to-day the earth-fruits come, 
Thirsting upon the flavour of a plum. 

The scientist, as sere as dust by day, 

One might suspect of dessicated fruits, 

But he is dreaming back an English May, 

A stretch of dappled grass, and primrose roots. 
Night brings no husks to one who grasps at truth 
His threaded cherries have the taste of youth 1 

Night is the fruit of day. So empty are 
The hands of some. Night brings them only sleep. 
Untrimmed the lamp — that might have been a star. 

Unborn the fruits, and buried, dry and deep. 

The shoot of promise. So they wake alone 
To barren acres where no seed was sown, 


3& THE FRUIT OF DAY 

I often wonder what Night brings to yon I 
With your still pools of thought where lilies gleam 
Even at dawn your scattered blossoms blew 
Your bannered boughs on every wild wind stream— 
Surely you pluck from Day's prolific trees 
The golden apples of Hesperidesl 


SKY FANTASY 


The sky is as a great bloc wave where many moons are 
lost, 

And endless camel-trains of stars before the dawn have 
crost ; 

And the clouds are white-robed Arabs, who come at 
eve to pray. 

While the yellow camels slake their thirst along the 
Milky Way* 

The sun is some vast temple where the True Believers 
kneel ; 

And the moon is like Mahomet, with a morion made of 
steel. 

Who leads a Holy War across the storm- paths of the 
skies, 

While the lightning writes the challenge for the gather- 
ing tribesmen's eyes* 

And the rainbow is a burnous that is striped in green 
and gold, 

Where the Arab soldier hid the girl he captured in its 
fold. 

And when Dawn comes proudly striding from the red 
roads of the East 

’Tis the Arab's racing camel that has brought them to 
the feast. 
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When the rain that came at midnight, in a sheet of level 
grey. 

Has hid the stars and drowned the moon that rose but 
yesterday: 

Then I know the wily Arab in his desert of the air 

Shuts his little bride securely in the tent of earners 
hair. 

He will steal a star to light it, in his thievish Arab way; 

He will string the planets for her neck, and on the winds 
will play 

A melody of joy and war, of ancient loves and hates; 

Pluck from the silver tray of Years, the fairest of her 

dates ! 

And if to-morrow break all blue, with never cloud to 
dim 

The lacquer bowl of Heaven, oh, “You need not look 
for him.” 

For somewhere over earth's pale rim beyond the world 
he goes 

To a Paradise more perfect than the Unbeliever knows 1 


ST* PATRICK BLESSED HER EYES 


Och, she was born St* Patrick's morn 
'Tis then the fairies dance. 

The Phooka lumbered past her door 
With malice in his glance, 

He said “This rose shall bear a thorn*” 

The shamrock plant that lies 
Beside the doorstep whispered low 
“St. Patrick bless her eyes!” 

When she was born the Leprachaun 
Looked slyly thro* the pane, 

He chirped “She shall be white as snow 
And cold as silver rain*” 

But och, the little valley wren 
The hawthorn bush made wise, 

Sang all night by the cabin thatch 
“St* Patrick bless her eyes!” 

When she was born the Corrigaun 
Came out along the hill. 

And poured for her the beauty drop 
From her cup's crystal fill; 

And lest she should be hard and vain 
The beauty that denies, 

The speckled trout wrote down the stream, 
“St. Patrick bless her eyes!** 
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ST. PATRICK BLESSED HER EYES 


I trembled sore, fominst her door 
For she’s a woman now, 

I looked at her white pride ful chin* 
And at her queenly brow. 

But* sure, for all the haughty air 
(The thorn that rose belies f) 

I caught her in my arms and found 
St. Patrick blessed her eyes! 


IN DARK GARDENS 


The children brought field daisies in, 

White frills about a yellow face, 

They brought her broom from stony hills, 
And violets of a marshy place. 

But still, before her spinning-wheel, 
Listless she sat, with unwound reel. * * * 

She would not heed the chapel bell, 

She moved as in a waking dream, 

But sometimes by the sapphire lake, 

Where thro’ the reeds, the iris gleam. 

She leaned, as tho* in that hushed hour 
She sought for some forgotten flower. 

At times, with summer on the weld. 

And drumming bees in jasmines blown. 
She took her basket on her arm 
And went into the woods alone. 

Weeping, came back by lane and hill, 

Her willow basket empty still. , . . 

To none she spoke her secret grief 
Always her sad eyes seemed to seek, 

The grandad muttered from his chair 
With words of strange import to speak. 
He said, “*Tis thus the maiden goes. 

Who in dark gardens found a rose. . . 
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IN DARK GARDENS 


The moon came up above the town, 

It silvered spire and fretted roof, 

And man and maid danced on the grass. 

And only she remained aloof. 

A branch cast shadow on the ground. 

And swift she bent, as though she found 

A petal in the darkness flung 
Of some fair bloom she once had known. 
Almost her lips curved to a smile. 

Then, with drooped head, we heard her moan, 
And saw her, as the widowed stand. 

With famished eyes and empty hand. . * * 

More glad she grew in winter -time. 

And at her wheel, we heard her sing. 

For all the flowers were lost in snow. . . . 

But grief came back with every spring. 

She seemed again to feel her dearth 

When the first blade pricked thro' the earth. . . . 

Her foster brother loved her well. 

He would have kist her mouth to glows, 

But lily pale and cold she kept 
Who in the dark had found a rose 
That grows not in a marriage bed — 

And so he wedded Joan instead. - - , 

When fecund earth was greatly green. 

And birds sang in the dusky wood, 

And there were rabbits in the copse. 

And grain grew gold and life was good, 

At the long close of one rare day. 

Into the mirk she stole away. . , , 


in dark gardens 
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The grandad with his ninety years, 

Palsied these ten, sat watching her. 

The sun went down behind the hills, 

He heard the gleaming insects whirr. 

He saw bright eve her eyelids close 
And sobbed . , , . and muttered of a rose. 

Perhaps, beyond the bluest peak, 

In some dark vale, she found her flower. 
Perhaps her hungry heart was filled — 

We never saw her from that hour. . * „ 

So long ago — old memories fail! 

Almost a legend seems the tale! 


The children brought white daisies in, 

With frills about a yellow face. 

They brought her broom from stony hills, 
And violets from a marshy place, , . . 

But only weeds are these to those 
Who , in dark gardens , found a rose , 


BY DAY 


By day my thoughts go leather shod 
To tramp the dusty mart; 

At night the rosy naked feet 
Of Love run through my heart. 


DREAM GARDENS 

I shall dream gardens wherever I sleep! 

If Chance make my bed in the open sea 
I shall dream gardens, wherever I be 
On the shifting sands where the samphires creep. 

In the wash of waters by cape and rock 
Or an islet fringed with a coral reef 
I shall find a plea sauce of bloom and leaf, 

A wild red rose and a milk-white stock. 

Violets, like those you used to bring* 

Lilies, pale gold for a golden bee — 

I shall plan a hive 'neatb the tumbling sea 
For brown striped body and gauzy wing. 

For I must have bees in my mignonette. 

When I find wide beds of it in the blue, 

With dusty helmets where sun soaks through. 
The flowers you tended will not forget! 

I shall grow dream gardens wherever I sleep* 
Though they shape my couch of a cold grey stone 
And carve a cross where I fie alone. 

There will be a chink where the grasses peep. 



4 S DREAM GARDENS 

And the scattered buds of a wind- torn tree, 

Bauhinia, bright as butterfly. 

Till a page will turn in a sunlit sky 
And I read the blossoms that used to be. 

In the crumbling clay, when the light has gone, 

I shall build me towers where the tall palm stands; 
I shall All with myrtles my hungry hands 
From the hanging gardens of Babylon, 

In wandering ocean, in earth-ditch deep 

I shall see green grass and the poppies blow. 

I may fail of Heaven; but this I know, 

God will plant gardens through all my sleep! 


THE HONEY POOL 


“A honey poo! mil be enforced/' — IkTarkets item . 

Does it lie in a place of rusty fern 

With the young cowls leaning to look therein? 

Do the pale gold spiders across it spin? 

Do the sunrays bathe in it, till they bum 
The ripples of mead that are syrup-sweet. 

Does it make a snare for the beetles* feet? 

It has set the ox-eyed daisies wondering, 

And a gallant iris beside the rim 

Has swung towards it, till, blurred and dim, 

Its purple image the pool is pondering, 

Half-angered deep in its sunlit fold. 

That the sombre petals should dull such gold. 

Where the fairy lances of tall reeds meet 
With their green flags lisping of scented things. 
Does the herald bee come with hurrying wings. 

For news like this must be carried fleet, 

"Oh, comrades mine, by the grey toadstool 
I saw myself in a honey pool /” 

A big black butterfly, softly winging, 

Poised there and sipped as it fluttered through; 

And a lark dropped down from the arch of blue, 

For his willing throat had grown hoarse with singing; 
So he filled his beak where the pool lay bright 
And his voice went on in a trail of light, 
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The rainbow ribboned above its gleaming. 

And, as a mirror of copper shows 
A queen’s flushed cheek, it was painted rose 
By the agile dawn with the mauve mists scheming; 
And ere the sun in the hot hills slept 
He had flung gold arrows to test its depth* 

By the small gilt horns of the new moon ambered 
The feathery night-moths came there to feed; 

And, to certain death in their scrambling greed, 

A fated army: the black ants clambered, 

And many a lovely, foolish thing 

Was dragged to death thro* a honeyed wing* 

Then there came a grocer to walk that way, 

And he crushed the fern with his placid feet. 

And he found the pool that was golden sweet 
When the air was tender as new-mown hay; 

And he drained that pool, for it seemed no sin, 
And he packed it all into squares of tin. 

You can buy it now in the nearest shop — 

There’s a State-fixed charge, so you won’t pay over 
The standard price if ft taste of clover, 

Or you find a rainbow in every drop. 

For no man can rate such magic things 
As the iridescence on wild moths’ wings 1 

The song of the lark or an iris petal, 

The green delights of a beetle’s back, 

Unscheduled compounds he came to pack 
In a labelled tin of the homeliest metal* 

Just take your honey, and don’t suppose 
That the serious soul of the grocer knows I 


BLUE TILES 


Among the hardware merchant's window show 
With brackets made of brass, knockers ornate. 
Bronze name-plates and a handle for a gate, 
“Acacia Villa, 19 and, of course, “Mascotte,*’ 

And glossy lustre edgings for a plot 
Of villa grass (a quick relief!) it smiles 
The happy blue of unexpected tiles! 

Some swarthy Persian first conceived this blue, 
A turbaned gentleman in a bazaar. 

Much travelled, who had carried from afar 
Strange legends of the City of the Moon 
In liquid Urdu, droning thro’ the noon, 

When others slept, in fancy wandering on 
Thro* the old brilliancies of Babylon, 

He told of palaces Euphrates lipped, 

Of how they cured the sick with saffron roots. 
From shady gardens of amazing fruits. 

Bronzed gates set westward, that in sunset shone, 
And sycamore, and woods of Lebanon, 

Forming vast ceilings, and how, fold on fold, 
Kippled the panels of pure beaten gold. 

And on high pedestals to guard this state, 

Four lusty silver bulls to mark the gate. 

And tales he had to tell of zikkurats, 

Of walls gem-studded, and of woven mats. 

Yet of these memories, the one most dear 
Was of a summer's evening, tranquil, clear, 


BLUE TILES 


5 * 

When behind two harsh towers the heavens looked thro* 
In one soft sweep of unforgotten blue. 

He swore by his long beard that Allah sent 
This message to him: he should be content 
With the brown earth He gave, the prophet's green 
Of waving grass: the blue of heaven seen 
Thro' the tall towers men builded, lor it must 
Be just as blue when men and towers were dust. 

So he returned to his own land, and strove 
By the oil-lamp and Into moth-filled dusk 
Behind the fretted screen, while the inviting musk 
From floating garments of white dancing girls 
Whispered to him in vain. Where incense curls 
In the dim mosque, his thoughts from Allah strayed 
To mixing dyes that fadeless colour madel 
And from his toil the countless ages thro’. 

Comes to a hardware shop the Persian blue. 

And yet I see, where some smug grate beguiles, 

A malice in the hand that wrought these tiles 1 


THE CAT IN THE CUPBOARD 


There are plump lizards in the dusty grass. 

And brown cockroaches that you might have had. 
Green frogs that croak, and baby rats that hide 
In bricked-in drains* Your fancy is instead 
The caverns of a cupboard Let one leave 
A cupboard door ajar, and in you spring 1 
Bureau or press or anything that shuts! 

Wardrobes where empty gowns hang rustling. 

The soulless envelope of scented things. 

Ever so softly let the handle turn, 

And there you are with your white stockinged feet 

As delicate as Agag'sl In you step 

Prying in every corner till at last 

You settle down with an inquiring purr 

To meet what Fate shall send! 

Indeed I think 

Your forbears have been reared in English homes, 

In old ghost* haunted manors. And you hear 
In memory still the little mouse that squeaks 
In oaken wainscots, or in some clamped chest 
Where grandmamma kept that bright Paisley shawl. 
Or the white Cashmere that the Nabob sent, 

With ribbons that were worn at Waterloo 
By a slim officer with noisy spurs, 

And great jackboots! I think the lavenders 
Of sunken gardens cling about still. 

For cats love fragrant things that women store. 
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THE CAT IN THE CUPBOARD 


Belike your forbear from the Old World came — 

A soldier’s bride in snowy pantalettes, 

And bonnet too severe for her small face* 

(Who shuddered from her bridegroom’s sheathed sword, 
And dreamed at night of horrid visages 
Scowling, where convicts huddled in the waist 
Of the accursed ship!) An English girl, 

With mittened hand and obvious wedding-ring. 
Smuggled her pet from some grey parsonage 
To meet the blaze of the Antipodes! 

Or else a “lifer’s"’ sweetheart, following him 
Over the blue of wide, adventurous seas 
With tight plaid shawl held to her ample breast, 
Brought your ancestor, clawing at the bag! 

Maybe your great grandsires have met a king 
Who had a queen at home, but knew a nest 
Of dropping lilac -trees and hedges dipt 
Inside stone walls that guard the secret well 
Of that light lady from the provinces: 

And your grands ire enjoyed a patch of sun. 

And washed his ear and burnished up his tail, 

And scorned the strutting peacock in his path; 

Familiar with the merry ways of kings, 

Watched the sword-stick, yet purred complacently, 
Royal himself in poise* though presently 
To drown his virtue in the pantry cream! 

A tiger you become sometimes at dawn 
In the wet grasses ambushing a bird* 

On moonlit nights an emerald-eyed romance 
You flit, a shadow into silences, 

Leaving behind a gently swaying rose 
You flicked in passing, till its censer spills 
Musk on the tropic air, and still, I know 
Your vice is cupboar^-with the door ajar! 


SEPTEMBER HAZE 

I think September haze upon the hills 
Is made of dreams. Dreams of the summers dead. 
The powdered dust of leaves, of vanished bloom, 
The perfumed mist of many summer eves 
Come back to teach the earth remembering 
From some blue heaven of forgotten things I 


I like to see those distant outlines blurred. 

While the hot sun draws from the opening flower 
An inspiration blown from Fairyland 
To the brown, beaten roads of Everyday! 

Time filches colour from the summer ways. 
Even the loquat-yellow of the noon. 

The warm, plum-blossom white of moony eves, 
The apricots of sunset and of dawn. 

It leaves a million grains of silver dust 
That once were the cast petals of rose. 

The shell-pink spur of honeysuckle horns, 

The crinkled silks of orange poppy flowers. 
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SEPTEMBER HAZE 


So while fresh buddings jewel grass and tree, 
And every purple stock that bursts the swathe 
Of sage-green sepal must believe itself 
The first to gladden a September world, 

The flowers of a hundred buried springs 
Watch wistfully, grey ghosts of pleasances, 
Blurring the outlines of the drowsing hills. 

As tears may blot those bright September greens 
In aged eyes that go remembering 
A golden summer when the heart was young. 


DARK RIVERS 


There are dark rivers under tropic skies 
Oily* with scarce a ripple in the Hood, 

Which stealthily creeps thro* the reeking mud 
Breeding strange fevers, eddying about 
A scaly back, or hideous mottled snout; — 

Or, when some war canoe the surface broke, 
Where dead white mists curl into rings of smoke. 


Great stars, and wonderful between the boughs, 
Shine on the rivers; and huge creatures wade, 

With broad and glossy sides, as tho’ they made 
A rendezvous with Pleasure in the night. 

And, from the sword-grass, yellow eyes and bright 
Appear and disappear* An angry beast 
Roars from the jungle, greedy for his feast. 

The wart-hog grunts, and charges like a flame, 
Branding some fleshy flank with bloody aim. 


Here flows a shallow creek from shallow hills, 

Black with stream tin and banked by ragged grass. 
Where ragged Chinamen, ore-seeking, pass, 

Some stray white goats tramp down on anxious hoofs. 
Here is a wooden church and iron roofs, 

A poppet-head in ruins, looking down 
On this lean- pastured, worn-out mining town. 
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And beyond this are many empty plains, 

And farther still, the railway and the scrolls 
Of the straight unwound lines, the naked poles 
Of telegraph, the coach road rutted deep 
From the wet passing of a mob of sheep. 

Hard by the rotting timbers of a bridge 
A sapless plant of bracken tries to grow; 

A harmless lizard scuttles to and fro 
A frugal meal of feeble flies to make. 

There's nothing here as subtle as a snaket 

So the long days melt into quiet nights, 
Dtm-eoloured flats and fire-blackened hills. 

But over there, the python hangs and kills 
The shuddering doe; and in the light and shade 
Of forest paths, such games of death are played 
That life soars, glowing on exultant wing — 

Man having learned the value of a thing 
For which he wrestles daily I Surely love 
Jfusf be worth having where such hazards move! 

The sickly sunset bathes the sallow stream, 

A toneless twilight on the township lies. 

There are dark rivers under tropic skies . 

And tho* I have not seen it, yet I think 
I know the way a Hon comes to drink I 


CLIMBING SWEET-PEA 


The salmon-tinted sweet-pea lies 

Hound the foundations of your home, 
And there are purple wings and mauve 
And creamy shades, and white as foam. 
And rosy pink. I think some night. 

So are they quivering for their flight. 

They will rise on the cords of green, 

These fragile, lovely ten&rilled things, 
And bear your house away with them 
Upon a thousand perfumed wings, 
Upward and upward till they fin d 
The slow brown earth is left behind. 

There will they set your little house 
So, when you lean to look for me, 
Across the lintel, only sky 
And paths of stars your eyes will see. 
Oh, beg the flowers to leave a rope 
Of stems for me, that I may hope 

To tie my heart upon the end 
That straggles nearest to the earth. 

My heart is such a human thing, 

In Heaven, it must be little worth; 

But you, secure all need above. 

May want a little human love. 
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CLIMBING SWEET-PEA 


Always when morning comes I look 
Across the space of grass and dew 
For that peaked roof, that small red door. 
That is my best beloved view; 

Always I yearn to ease my fright 
Lest you were blown to God last night 

Upon the mounting wings of flowers! 

Sweet-pea all ivory and foam 
And mauve and pink that cluster close 
Round the foundations of your home — 
They are to me such pulsing things, 

So ready to be turned to wings. 


THE BURKING 


I have done well. * . , 

I taste God at the altar* I have foiled 

The malice of the witch* Have cast her forth 

From tranquil hearths of magic-fearing men. 

And from the woodland walks where she would pass 
Sometimes as moonlight on a sanded path 
Sometimes a dying hare amid the stocks. 

And now within the chapel walls I kneel 
For God's approval, for I have done well. * * 

We heaped her pyre with faggots from the wood. 

Dry bracken in the pile to make it blaze ; 

Old logs of yew, and splinters from the oak — 

Resin of pine and crackle of the larch. 

> . , We bound her hands — they were not hard to bind, 
For she was just a girl with little wrists — 

And great Madonna eyes . . * Part of her crime 
That she should look like Mary! Her small breasts 
Glimmered among her rags* Not modestly 
Was she attired * * * but the flames covered her. . , 

And yet . . . between the Sanies I saw her eyes . . - 
'Twas I who raised the hue and cry, and drave 
Her down towards the sobbing Northern sea; 
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THE BURNING 


And when she did not sink, that was the help 
She had from Satan , . . who her father is* . , * 

. , . I have done well, I pattered many prayers 
* . , A bede-rolc* of good deeds * . , and this was one. , , 

The dying sun shines thro* the coloured glass, 

Matthew and Mark and John are pictured there. 

. * . Within my mouth God’s wine tastes salt of tears 
Upon my tongue God’s wafer chokes with dust * . . 

And stiH between the Games I see her eyes > . . 


*Bede-role (old English word for rosary). 


THE CREEK IN THE SCRUB 

At the edge of the sea the song I seek 
Is the husky voice of a little creek. 

In the heart of a tangled way it hides. 

With a thread of honey amid its tides. 

To the tumbled browns of its shadowed bed. 

Like golden hairs on a pillow spread, 

Comes a trickling light that a way will burn 
Through the lace-fringed leaf of the shielding fern; 
Where the touch of fancy in memory gropes 
Is a slim liana, swaying ropes, 

All ribboned green where it clasps the tree. 

And the whip -bird lashes the mystery. 

The cat-bird echoes an elfin jest 

Where blown leaves eddy to earth’s cool breast. 

To blaze the quartz-white figs between 
In lacquer red and enamel green. 

Pan pipes unseen as the songsters come 
To feast in the shade of the flooded gum, 

Where a darting wing and a beak can find 
Brown chestnuts glossy in tawny rind. 

While chattering finches and magpies sleek 
Have swelled the chant of the little creek. 

Oh, I know what the moon is on the sea 
And the brilliant stars in their witchery! 
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THE CREEK IN THE SCRUB 


I know, when the sun is westering, 

How a bright sail slants like a swooping wing ; 

I know how the shore grows fuchsia- pale 
When sunset beats with his blood-red flail 
The billowing gold from the fields of blue 
To lead the gleaners of twilight through; 

And I know that the noon has clasped the bay 
With an opal chain on a silver spray. 

I see at mom how the samphire strays 
Till a streak of jade through the turquoise plays, 
How the dawn strings pearls for the breast of night, 
And the south wind laces the waves with white. 

But I also know that my heart must seek 
A spice-sweet scrub and a bouldered creek, 

Where a tree-fern leans like a link across 
The orange fungi, the emerald moss. 


Day, with a golden knife, has peeled the Night, 
Devouring it with red, impatient lips, 

And he has left, high in the trembling sky, 

A silver rind* 

Men think it is the ghost 
Of the full moon that rose all glorious 
To deck the breast of God. 

But Eve, who lies 

Sick with delights amidst her broken flowers, 
Knows it to be the shred of that bright fruit 
The Tree of Knowledge yielded in the dark. 


RED BROOM-HANDLES 


I saw some red brooms carried on a cart — 

I think, somehow* the brooms were prison- made. 
Round their bright handles fitful fancy played, 
And ah day long sent searching through the heart 
Signals of colour, that seemed flashed to mine 
From stone-grey corridors where no suns shine. 

Surely it must have cheered that prisoner 
To stain the smooth pine handles goblin red; 
Surely he must have seen — grey stone instead — 
The caps of pixies where the green ferns stir* 

Or ruddy soil of some free, open down. 

Far from the cramping of the sordid town. 

Red wooden beads upon an idors neck; 

Red berries in some sleek, black bead of hair; 
Red- painted cheeks of dolls* in windows where 
The children come a Christmas-tree to deck; 
Red-ochre fishing-boats on twilight seas — 

The prisoner may have visioned all of these. 

It seemed to me a ripe defiance lurked 
In those gay handles on the rattling cart. 

As though a freedom sang within his heart 
That never high brick walls nor warders burked, 

I think he kept unshackled in his soul 
The whirling scarlets of Carmagnole. 
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And who will buy these wild, red-handled brooms? 

I see the housewife look at them askance. 

Fearing them partners In some eldritch dance 
About the decent privacy of rooms: 

I see a little child with longing eyes 
Wishing that mothers were not always wise! 

One pictures Red Shoes in the German tale. 

Of how she pirouetted into Hell, 

Leaving two ghostly shoes the tale to tell. 

And make the vanity of madchen* quail! 

Dancing forever ’neath the varying moon, 

A skeleton — upheld by prancing shoon! 

I know not where the carter took his load; 

Did it go crawling up the wattled hills 
Leaving a carmine quiver in the rills, 

A curl of dust along the sunny road? 

Or in the suburbs, halt at every door. 

Proffering a magic lor the common floor? 

Perhaps, before it scaled the gum-topped range, 

The witches saw it from a distant peak 

And promptly swooped, new riding-hacks to seek! 

The placid driver may have thought it strange 

That from a pipe-soothed day-dream be should start 
To find the greedy hags had bared his cart I 

jogging across the bridge the traffic through. 

Weaving against its dun a scarlet thread. 

Arresting as some beacon message, sped 
Along far vistas infinitely blue, 

Where cobwebs of archaic systems sway 
Red Revolution — sweeping creeds away! 


♦Madchcn— German for girl. 


FOOTFALLS 


As on a velvet midnight, in a house 
Silent and shuttered, all its life withdrawn 
Through the dark windows, one can faintly hear 
A muffled footfall passing down the street; 

And knowing nothing of the one who walks 
Is conscious yet that some one wakes and moves 
Intent upon a pleasure or a task. It may be friend 
Or open foe. It may be stranger, for, to you 
Only the echo of the feet has come. 

And so it is that echoes of old lives 
Come to the soul the body shutters here — 

Some footfall that belongs to other days 
(Mayhap to cob- webbed centuries ago). 

The sound of steps that spelt a certain doom; 

The swift destroying of the conqueror. 

Or Well-beloved, who, with flying feet 
Passed on to something more than we 
could give. 

Our brain house has so many corridors: 

Our soul its secret gardens, primly walled, 

Where riot roses or pale primal blooms 
That scarce were dignified by name of flower; 

Is it so wonderful, that some should keep 
(All undisturbed by crowded Every days) 

The sound of other feet that paced with ours, 
Where tapestries hung o’er forgotten stairs. 
Through by-ways that were glad with violets, 
Leaving a double impress on the dew. 

Behind a postern gate whose key is lost? 


THE DANGER 


It is written down in the steward's book 
The coin he paid her the day she danced, 

Nothing to tell of her name or state, 

But the entry follows that, ill it chanced. 

She should dance the soles of her slippers thro’ 
"Soe ye King hath given her slippers new," 

Time has stained the page of the steward’s book, 
A wheezy seneschal and austere, 

As he writ with a cramping feather pen, 

A grey-goose quill from some reedy mere; 

Thro* the stilted letters there grimly rings 
Cold condemnations for girls and kings! 

She danced for the King— were her slippers red? 
Did she braid a riband among her hair? 

Did she come in a sweeping 'broidered gown 
Or with shameless shoulder and bosom bare? 

When she glanced at him as she floated by 
Did the King take note of a lip and eye? 

Little eno* was her pay, I wot I 

The steward tightened the leathern string 

Of the bag of stivers "Mon eyes paid© 

To a wench that danced for M’lord ye King/' 

Yet she was glad for the ankles* grace 

That brought her bread, and some attic place. , . 
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THE DANCER 


The pallid ladies with smudge o£ rouge 
In their wrinkles, whispered behind a fan, 

With anxious eyes under powdered hair. 

For a tavern lass may entice a man. 

So they smirked . * but watched . . for belike the King 
Might weigh light coins with a jewelled ring! 

She danced for the King . , * this is all we know 
And all perhaps that the ladies knew. 

For the years have smothered with level graves 
Even the tune that she footed to * * * 

And earth its sandals of green grass brings 
In the place of slippers that danced for kings! 


THE TAFFETAS CLOAK 


A taffetas cloak on an old peg hangs. 

Cowslip- coloured as dairy cream, 

Yet it seems to me as a body swinging 
To and fro from an oaken beam; 

Such sombre secrets a touch awoke 

In the dust that came from a woman’s cloak. 

A finger of light has found the attic; 

It moves, to point like a seeking sword 
Where a rose of silk at the throat is fastened* 
Looped across with a satin cord. 

And passes down to a clasp of paste 
That played the shield to a rounded waist. 

There’s a tiny stain on one shimmering shoulder. 
Brown as the leaf of a summer tied — 

Was it ever vivid, and wet, and spreading. 

Red on the cloak as a bloom is red? 

Was it ruddy wine when the Mad Hours ride, 
Or the point of a rapier turned aside? 

In the taffetas cloak a spider crouches: 

I saw the twitch of his hairy legs, 

And he seemed as the soul of a long-dead woman 
That out of the grave-clothes creeps, and begs 
That the taffetas cloak be left to hide 
The price she paid for her laughing pride! 


THE TAFFETAS CLOAK 


I can sec from the open attic window 
A new green leaf on a tall tree’s crest, 

And the mottled wings of a bird, adventuring 
Into sun from a fresh-built nest. 

While the loosened dust from each silken fold 
Dissolves in blue like a mist of gold. 



PERFUMERY 


A naked, wide-hipped woman, looking through 
The bushy blackness of her falling hair, 

Pressed in her palms the petals of a Bower. 

And there arose like incense on the air 
A haunting breath of almonds; and the scent 
Clung to her fingers when she locked them tight 
About the thick neck of her conquering man. 

Hot from the hunting, while he sniffed 
As lightly as a pointer dog, the trail 
Of springtime on the brown skin of his bride. 
Then Nature laughed, to set another snare 
With odorous seductions for his race, 

A Queen in Egypt, finding her lord cold, 
Consulted that wise Shaman, who distilled 
From secret script, in red-hot crucibles, 

A priceless perfume. . . 'Twas but yesterday 
Some excavator found her mummied arms 
Crossed over a small vial wrought in gold 
And lapis lazuli ; and though it held 
Only a whiff of fragrance, *twas more sweet 
Than blossomed acres in a mile of bloom I 
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PERFUMERY 


A Persian woman knelt before a fire 
Of spices smouldering in a copper pan, 

A great red ruby weighed her shallow brow, 

An orange topaz lit her plaited hair. 

Her round arms faded into velvet night, 

Her silken garments rustled in the dark. 

Only her pale face showed above the glow. 

And one faint gleam of ivory ankles bare 
Above the red morocco silver-stitched. 

Of heel-less slippers. Then from out the dusk 
There came two yellow, thin and awful hands 
To grip about the satin of her throat. 

And, as she strangled, she could taste the smoke 
Of stolen incense from the High Priest^ jar, 

A lady in a ruff and stomacher. 

With ropes of pearls dependent to her waist, 

Crept down a stairway, when the clamorous rooks 
On a grey English dawning told that day 
Had come with black frosts to the frozen pools 
And trees that creaked and shuddered in the cold* 

An old man sleeping in a shuttered room, 

With wrinkled hand against a sharpened sword, 
Smelled roses as she passed. He woke , . and moaned . 
Her lover , too, smelled roses as he died * 

I take the stopper from a phial to-day — 

A slender thing of crystal, with a pearl 
In blue enamel on a coat of arms. 

And from the amber liquid prisoned there 
(Perhaps ten drops to prove ten thousand flowers 1), 

I see the ghost of long dead women rise 
With scented palms and little perfumed ears, 

Rare waters for the hollow in the throat 

Where favoured lips may sip them! Creams for breasts 

(That need them not!) to make the curves more fair; 
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The float of powders and of patchouli. - . 
Crushed violets and potpourri of the rose. 

The secret ambras that dark Egypt knew: 

The clean geranium scents of Old Japan: 

White rose of English brides, and orange-flower. 
And jasmines of bejewelled dancing girls — 

And all their feet are dancing still to-day 
Over the hearts and brains of cozened menl 


LOVE'S PAUPER 

I travel lighter to-day than of yore. 

For I used to carry your heart along. 

Where I joined duet hut a year before 
I now go trilling my one-man song. 

Yet I laugh * . and laugh . . as I go my way. 

Who travels lighter than I to-day? 

If a footpad wait . . I have naught to lose. 
At the beggar's hostel . , I find mine inn. 

A narrow track in the woods I choose 
A sheep- track threading the cloudy whin: 

My pedlar's pack has been flung away. 

Who travels lighter than I to-day? 

If the storm-witch leap from her purple cave 
And smite me here on the grey moor's rim; 

If Noon should strike with a fiery glaive 
Till my senses reel and my eyes grow dim; 

If Death should harry me home to-night 

What should I care? For l travel ligktl 


THE QUEEN S ROOM 


All yellow were the curtains of her room, 

Only the prie-Dieu was of leafy green. 

Of yellow wood the tall and carven chairs 
With ebony and ivory studs between: 

And ’broidered on the curtains was a stag, 

Golden, with antlers like a branch of ft a me. 

And orange hounds that trailed him thro* the trees 
Even as envy muttered on her name. 

And yellow was the pale robe of the Queen, 

As primrose petals blowing by a wood. 

Her cincture was of gold, while emeralds 
In frozen pools betwixt the bright links stood. 

All yellow was the moon above the lake, 

Where the red deer stamped in the silver glade: 

And in the dark the ivory of her brow 
Against the green of her prie-Dieu was laid: 

Yet she was listening thro* her flooding hair 
(As ears might listen on a headsman's block 

Before the axe has fallen) for the sound 
Of stealthy key set in a grudging lock. 

All yellow were the curtains in her room. 

All yellow was the moon above the tide: 

The yellow door has opened to the King, 

“Mary have pityT thus the great Queen cried. 


THE BRASS DOOR-KNOCKER 

A sixteenth-century gentleman, who holds 
A book within his hand, or else some screed 
That dates a heritage and proves a case — 

A likely thing to balance to a need — 

With no disclosures in his sombre face* 

This is the knocker I How the grey ghosts pass 
A knick-a- knocking on the time-worn brass! 

Perhaps a burly rogue* with murder pent 
In his cold heart, came stealthily by night 
And touched this warning with a treacherous hand, 
Fearing the smoking torches* ruddy light, 

Though venture — and escape — were ably planned. 

But Chance may make the craftiest play the fool; 

The brain behind him might not spare the tool! 

One notes the seeking ray the lamp has cast 
On to the shallow steps, hears clashing chains, 

A handle turning; then, to guard the street, 

Only a closed door with its clamps remains* 

The watch belike is slumbering on his beat. 

Did the lean prowling cat that padded by 
Bristle a moment at a muffled cry? 

Now down the steps the hooded slayer creeps, 

Looks round just once, his shoulders hunched, as though 
He felt the burden on his blackened soul. 

Past Wapping Stairs the oily tides will flow; 
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The boat must find him ready at the goal; 

There is a bag of gold, and (happier chance!) 

Some red-cheeked Moll to share the voyage to France! 

He does not brush the knocker as he goes; 

Till dawn, undimmed its glimmer shall remain. 

The sixteenth-century gentleman can snatch 
Untroubled dreaming, though a crimson stain 
Grows on the costly carpets. From that patch 
Between the linens of a great man’s breast. 

To-moixow shall the knocker know no rest! 

Perchance on some rose-scented summer's night 
An ivory hand has slipped a silken cloak. 

Dreading the tat-a-tat her trembling makes, 

Sure that her furtive knock the world awoke. 

Till from curled head to satin shoe she quakes. 

And almost turns to flee the way she came. 

Rosy with blushes from her happy shame) 

M’Lord will trust no menial to the door; 

Sleek-footed he will come himself, to set 
The pane! wide, yet let no lamplight through. 

More wide his arms, to teach her to forget, 

To plant a laughter in her bright eyes blue, 

Press his hot lips where her white throat is bare 
And carry her, triumphant, up the stair I 

The sixteenth- century gentleman may muse 
A little on the ways of lovers then, 

A tolerant smile upon his beared lip — 

M'Lord the Duke is just as other men! 

Screwed to the door a brass man, too, may slip. 
Perhaps the light wind moved him to a tune 
Upon the panel; or this night of June 


So THE BRASS DOOR-KNOCKER 

Found Eros lingering in the quiet street. 

Till unseen fingers touched the oblong brass, 
Playing the measure of a merry song. 

Let not wiseacres scold* AH love must pass. 
Let Youth enjoy — the roses last not long. 

The old door-knocker taps to every mood 
Till * . , two brass handles lift a chest of wood* 


THE TRESPASSER 

Was there nobody there when the moon was full? 
It might have been only a crackling leaf, 

Or the petal blown from a blossom sheaf, 

Or the snap of a burst toadstool — 

Yet in humble flower and haughty weeds 
I heard the call of a pipe of reeds! 

A minor lilt to the blare of day 

The garden at night held its usual sound. 

The suspiration of sweating ground 
Would explain it all away. . . 

But not the Bicker of flaming eyes 

Or the vines a-trail from the shaggy thighs ! 

Oh, yes, we can prove so much indeed! 

Did the rosy “Pride of India” move. 

Looping the trellis close as love. 

With its lavish, jungle weed. 

Some crawling snail we should find no doubt 
Or a sportive spider swinging out! 

We could cry it was wind of dawn. 

The moan of dreams that the wakeful hear : 

But a rose leaned down to the pointed ear 
Of a crafty, peering faun — 

And it was never a dawn bird's throat 
That gave the breath for that trickling note! 
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THE TRESPASSER 


Was nobody there when the moon was full? 

The dovecote sheltered a grey quartette. 

But they slept, lid -blind, to the moonbeams' fret, 
Nor guessed at the silver pull 

That drew me out of a restless bed 
To lurk in a coppice heart instead 1 

The rose clung shuddering to her stem. 

Fluttered the leaves on her dainty tree. 

As she sobbed, "He is here to rifle me," 

'Neath her dewdrop diadem. 

And yet when the thin faun Ups drew near 
I heard her coo to his furtive ear! 

Was nobody there through the unmarked hours? 

A quince rod bent in the grove beyond, 

A shadow passed o*er the gleaming pond 
Of a head enwreathed in flowers, 

And this morning, deep in the moss-mat's woof, 
I found the print of a blunted hoof! 

And the rose — no more will her red heart stir, 

She is bruised and wilted and spent and torn 
As though the burden of lust was borne 
And the soul kissed out of her. 

But she did not turn from me when I came, 

She seemed too weary to think of shame. 

Was there nobody there when the moon was full? 
It might have been only a widening leaf 
Where an opening moon-flower sighed relief 
Or the puff of a dried toadstool . , . 

Yet all day one voice in the leaf-choir leads, 
The echo left by a pipe of reeds f 


SILK STOCKINGS 


The Prince besought the silkworm on the bough, 
Where the ripe mulberries dripped honeyed blood. 
To spin a slender sheath, incurving now 

And now expanding in more generous mood, 

To clasp his lady's lovely ankles tight 
That they glimmer in the moonless night. 

When fairies dance about the magic thorn, 

His fairy's limbs might twinkle like the mom! 

And envious fairy gentlemen at Court 

Filched the floss-threads from tbistle-tops, to make 
Hose for the partners whom their fancy sought. 

That maids might love them for the stockings’ sake! 
And foot it just as featly in the dance 
As proud Titania, whom a happier chance 
Donated, for her feet as white as milk; 

The close caressing of the finer silk! 

Let prudes complain and grim economy 
Wage war on these pure silken hose. We know 
Silk stockings have a hint of witchery 
Suggesting rose-leaf textures hid below, 

Whispering of Folly in the merry dance, 

Of eyes demure, and Quaker gowns, and chance 
Or sly intent conceding to the flesh. 

And hiding modest limbs in silken mesh! 


&4 SILK STOCKINGS 

The mistress of a king in days of old. 

Concealing ugly pasterns at the Court, 

Brought long gowns into fashion, we are told. 

Another, with trim ankles, made them short! 
And bales of silken stockings came from France — 
So Fashion changes at the sport of Chance, 

Till Prudery rose to lower every hem — 

Grey knitted worsted did as well for theml 

Time lifts a curtain and we see their feet — 

Some in black shoes with flashing scarlet heels. 
Some in the flat, smooth satin, slim and neat, 

Only the feet and ankles Time reveals, 

And we try hard to judge, as to and fro 
They pass, the faces from the feet below! 

These surely to a Charlotte have belonged. 

And these Belinda, for no lovers thronged 

After this flat and hideous support 
Of Cinderella’s sisters! What a sight! 

Across the instep into ridges caught. 

And round the big-boned ankle far too tight! 
While tripping as a wood nymph’s after these 
Arched insteps in glass slippers, if you please! 

That step quite haughtily, all shyness flown. 

Into a carriage from a pumpkin grown! 


There is romance in silken stockings, set 
On velvet footstools before glowing fires. 
When shutters in the gales of winter fret. 
And fog shuts out the city and its spires, 
And you and she contrive a honeymoon, 

You reading from some tome a pixy rune, 
Conscious the while how the reflected flame 
Caresses each dear ankle in your name! 
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Till you believe you are that fairy prince 

(A mulberry splashed then upon your shield!) 

The pricking of your dagger made it wince, 

That crafty silkworm, whom it caused to yield 
Silk for the spinning of Titania’s hose. 

The while you begged a flower to stain them rose! 
That she might dance with you from dusk to morn. 
Belle of the ball about the magic thorn! 


THE CANDLES 

Not one inch have the candles burned! 

They are firmest wax, and the honey bees 
Gave of their best to deck the sconces. 

Why have the wicks been quenched in these? 
For somebody lit them that I know 
Barely a full-sped hour ago! 

The saffron silks of the ’broidered curtain 
Have found its fringe in the polished floor. 
For the moon peers in at the lozenged window. 
But no one knocks at the unlatched door — 
Silence, shadows, with doom opprest, 

And these wax accusers upon the chest f 

A rosewood coffer with brass clamps gleaming 
Over the fox-skins on the boards; 

The carven chairs in a solemn circle. 

The satin prie-Dieu with ravelled cords 
That close to a suit of mail is set. 

Gorget, morion, sailer et. 

Does something lurk in the darkest corner? 

Did something move in that blackest patch? 

I should shriek if I heard across the chamber 
The stealthy scrape of an unseen match. 
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Even the moon withdraws her light, 

Climbing the poplars out of sight* 

There*s a whiff of jonquils, thick and yellow. 
That comes from a bracket near the sill, 

And a clock ticks somewhere behind the arras 
Like a death-watch heard in a room too still* 
And I dare not enter until I know 
Who lit those candles an hour ago* 



LAUGHTER 


To-day it is of laughter I would write. 

The babe that on a doting mother’s knee 
Tilts its first carol at a world of tears* 

The schoolgirl* merry with her skipping-rope. . 
Maybe she finds between the rise and fall 
Of hempen arches* nearness to the sky 
(As though she kept a feather of lost wings 
To float her in the pathways of the blue). 

Pan, sprightly in his green-leaf pavisade, 
Shaking the glossy twigs with mirth o* Spring, 
Silenus, jovial on the rotund cask, 

Because of some smart sally Bacchus made — 
Bacchus with vine-leaves in his ruddy hair. 
Impatient of the witchery of nymphs. 

To-day it is of laughter I would write. 

The chuckle in the shallow of the streams 
That rollick down the mountain, where the fern 
Primly withdraws itself from foolish jest 
And bends its head as though it wore a cowl, 

A Capuchin of bracken! And the laugh 
Of black-browed witches in the moaning pines* 
Witches with apple cheeks and amber breasts, 
That ride a trotting broomstick at the clouds! 
And there toss, in their levity, pert words 
At the serene aloofness of the stars! 
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The laughter of the sun, as he sinks down 

With crimson lips pressed to soft Twilight’s mouth. 

Succeeded by the sportive Lady Moon, 

Whose strange, white whimsies make the brown earth 
smile 

To silver ripples on the tawny hedge, 

And dimples on the face of the lagoon, 

And jocund darts into the night-dark scrub, 

Making a quivering joy of hidden trails, . . , 

To-day it is of laughter I would write. 

Nasturtiums, winking through the blinding rain; 
Orange and yellow, or a tango red. 

Insisting that life, after all, is gay 
Under the novice veil of fine white showers. 

Or the great-throated jollity of crowds. 

Who see their favourite comedian prance 
Between the velvet curtains of a stage — 

The laughter that makes strangers into friends. . . * 

To-day it is of laughter I would write. 

Some trembling woman in a lover’s arms. 

Whose laugh holds the first carol of the babe. 

The gaiety of schoolgirls, and the throb 
Of mating Springtime in the pipes of Pan, 

Laughing (she knows not why) because of all 
She yields to him ... for nothing else but Love! 

To-day it is of laughter I would write. 

Laughter that sets a fool’s cap on the brow 
Of the grey-featured, iron face of Life! 


THE HOLY MAN 


They feared the friar tn the hall, 

A holy man and grim; 

But when the little Princess came 
She only smiled at him. 

The friar preached the life austere; 

The Princess did not care — 

She saw the kisses in his eyes 
A woman had left there. 

And when he died of fast and prayer. 
And men from north and south 
Made pilgrimage towards his bier, 

She set upon his mouth 

A damask rose her garden grew , , . 

They blamed such worldly wile. 
Then trembled at the miracle 
Who saw a dead man smile! 


THE HARRYING 


Had she been less fair we might let her be! 

But she wiles our men as the white moon wiles 
Or the will-o’-the-wisp that rides the fen. 

And takes them wanderin' miles an* miles — 

This is her way with our foolish men! 

Sandy followed the hare last e'en 
In and out the October stooks, 

And all the day by the cattle byre 
Sandy goes with his drookit looks, 

And eyes that burn like a kiln fire* 

Take the spurtles! Come, guid wives a'J 
Her cot lies hid in the bracken reach. 

Let us drive her down to the grey North Sea; 
The cauld North Sea on the barren beach. 

Till it shall prove whether witch she be! 

Let lame Jean come! She has wisdom rare* 

Let Nancy come who has wept fuO sore, 

For Alec it was who brought the broom. 

In gold bouquet for her cottage-door, 

And the honeyed heather bloom* 
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THE HARRYING 


Let crazed Marget, with her long 1 , wild hair, 

Be pioneer of the rocky way; 

The foot of the goat has Mar get got, 

And nothing the foot of her could stay 
Art* we harry the witch’s cot! 

For Marget’s lover was like a pine ; 

A Hielander of the Stewart clan, 

And they were to marry come Lady Day, 

Dear chief! But he was a proper man. 

Till the witch eyes turned his way! 

And then *twas he who climbed the hill, 

Oh, red the moon as a copper coin! 

The cairngorm over his shoulder set; 

The deer-knife swinging against his loin, 

The morrow’s morn was wet. 

Twa men fought out on the windy hill, 

Nancy’s Alec and Marget’s lad; 

And the wildfowl, screamin’ overhead, 

Why should one woman make men so mad? 

One’s for the hangin\ t* ither’s dead. 

And Marget daft as should be a bride 
(Store of linen and skillets bright). 

And a’ for the sake of a wee bit lass, 
Yellow-headed, with bosom white; 

Lips like coral, and eyes like glass. 

Had she been less fair we might let her be! 

But she wiles our men as the hedge-rose wiles, 
And the will-o’-the-wisp that rides the fen, 

And takes them wanderin’ miles and miles — 
This is the way with our foolish men! 
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I would set a bruise on her shoulder white, 

For the sake of the son I yet may bear; 

For she may live thro 1 a dozen lives 
And still keep only as smooth and fair. 

She grows not grey as do decent wives. 

Gran dfeyt her there, though he's bent and ©ld f 
His weak lids dropped when he saw her pass; 

But I ken he could see in the darkened pane 
A woman's shape in the clouded glass, 

For he looked again and again. 

Jean is bringing a length of rope; 

Nancy cuts her a thorny stick. 

Nancy never will be a wife; 

Her days burn down like a smoking wick. 

But Marget brings a knife. 

Will the men turn out to save the witch? 

Not they! They'll sulk in the fields and byre. 

Only I like not Sandy's looks; 

And his big, grey e'en, like a smouldering fire, 
As he watches among the stocks. 

The kirk gives them to our arms, and so 
? Tis like enough they remember this; 

Are fain to forget the foolish cling 
Of that they gained thro' a devil's kiss, 

And not by candle and priest and ring. 

Then kilt your kirtles! Come guid wives a'! 

Her cot lies snug in the bracken reach; 

Let us drive her down to the grey North Sea; 
The cauld North Sea and the barren beach, 

And let them prove whether witch she be! 


THE LASCAR 


His slop-made suit is of a British cut, 

His boots are good Australian, and his tie 
Was woven somewhere Melbourne way; his hand 
Bears a gold ring a Fitt-street jeweller wrought, 
And in that hand he carries with an air 
A tattered magazine from tLS.A. 

But over his brown eyes and sepia face 
And pointed beard of wiry, iron grey. 

His head is swathed about with dingy folds 
Of the thick turban, worn perhaps to prove 
The part he thinks with — that is Islam still I 


BOTTLE BRUSH 


The parrots found them at the dawning, 

And whistled over their honey-cones. 

And the amber harrows of green-framed blossom 
By the grassy cliff, and the tide-bright stones; 
And the wind came up from the blue March sea, 
And chased a sweetness from tree to tree* 

Shadows sway on the wiry grasses; 

A red road winds among the bjsh; 

Only a wild-bird's pipe to waken 
A faun asleep in the noontime hush — 

Was it wrong we should crave one peep, 

Till Love awoke in a world asleep? 

For the far-green aisles are forever calling, 

And the wave has stirred to a smile of foam, 
And hearts grown sick of the ways of cities 
Are footsore wanderers, nearing home. 

Here a hollow cries for the water's Joss, 

But the fallen trunk makes a bridge across. 

§ 

How soft the sand in the empty runnel! 

It whispers “rest” where the sunbeams stray. 
We can wake and watch on a cold to-morrow, 
But the gods have placed in our bands to-day. 




BOTTLE BRUSH 


Will the breath of honey blooms keep us wise 
With our eyes so close to each other's eyes? 

Bottle brush in a little clearing. 

Where the parting leaves show a sapphire sea — 
The gods have used it to paint a picture* 

Dipped in sum for the days to be* 

We were fools had we let that moment slip; 

The honey lasts on a tasted lip\ 


THE BLACK CAT 

What docs the black cat dream, when sleeping 
On its scarlet cushion beside the fire? 

Slits of yellow thro* dark brows peeping, 

A lazy yawn, as the flame leaps higher, 

Is it pondering summers the world has lost 
In these July evenings white with frost? 

I seem to see, as I watch its slumber, 

The witches gathered in fiery ring, 

A score of toads that the hard earth cumber, 

A carrion crow and a gallows swing, 

And a wild wind-storm o'er a shuddering land, 
And a cauldron stirred by a dead man's hand* 

What eerie rites does your mind recall, 

Domestic cat, on the hearth asleep? 

Did you climb the vine by the old brick wall? 

Where the winter blossoms were buried deep, 

I heard midnight chime — and I saw you pass 
All sleek and subtle across the grass. 

And you swayed for a moment, tight-rope walker. 
Along the crest of the paling fence, 

A pocket panther, a shadow-stalker, 

A tiger too, in your proud pretence. 

For the Night had shod you with magic shoon. 
But I saw you — black on the yellow moon! 
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THE BLACK CAT 


How that scarlet cushion is suited to you. 

For every witch has her scarlet cloak, 

Do you hope I will prove your friend, now, do you? 

When your reputation goes up m smoke. 

And your air respectable proves you liar, 

Who danced a/7 night round a goblin href 

You would not confess , . . tho r we understood 
What you meant by purrs , , , or a high tneaw, 
You intend that the world shall deem you good, 
You will throw your dust in our eyes somehow! 

* , . Tho’ the pads of your small pink feet arc sore, 
When the moon is full, you will dance once more! 


\ 


THE KISS 

As purposeless as wind-blown leaves we kissed 
And felt the fusion of the centuries. 

Whence did it come, that whiff of orris root? 

The clatter of a rapier to the floor? 

The brush of lace against my pulsing throat 
Where your arm pressed the riot of my blood 
Back to my heart? Behind you seemed to grow 
A chest with dragon feet inlaid with pearl, 

A couch, with fleur-de-lis in rusted gold 
Upon a pattern delicate in silk, 

And oval mirrors thick with cloudy gilt 
In fruits and Cupids. I could see your eyes 
Blue as the sea; and yet they did not smile. 

But I could feel your lips hot as the sun 
On apple orchards feeding on my mouth. 

You named me queen; yet, looking down, I saw 
Bare feet in wooden sabots and I knew 
Those feet were mine, broad, toil-hard, peasant-bred 
That trod too close to earth to know the ease 
Of carriage cushions and the ’broidered stool 
Milady sets her satin shoon upon. 

Reflected in the floor I saw the heels 
Of your court slippers. They were poppy-red; 

And diamond garters dipt your hose above 
The finer curving of your supple limbs. 

And all the while your eyes were blue and cold! 
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THE KISS 


Muffled beyond the heavy silk-hung walls, 

I heard a chiming bell — or did it toll 
The passing of life forfeited? There seemed 
A monkish chanting and the drowsy scent 
Of incense swung in censers o’er a vault — 

All strange to me who only knew the smell 
Of hot milk spurting in a wooden pail, 

The reek of kinc > the sweet, wet breath of grass 
And hawthorn hedges. On my clumsy shoes 
I saw faint stains of fields and outdoor things. 

Your red heels mocked them in their foppish grace. 

As o’er the beating of responsive hearts 

Your blue eyes mocked me with your mouth on mine* 

Two modern people under God’s bright stars, 

Above the city, where the jangling trams 
Go grating down the blocks, where brass bands blare 
And flags proclaim our town makes holiday; 

And that street singer, who has lost an arm 
Somewhere in France, shouts an old marching song 
AH out of tune! Two people who have sought 
Refuge in this roof-garden high above 
The grimy chimneys where electric signs 
Fire all the pale horizons ; and there comes 
From that dark corner the ripe pungency 
Of Mocha coffee! Or a mild cigar 
Suggests a lonely soul’s philosophy! 

We, parrying serious things, struck mental sparks, 
Foiling each other with intention, till 
A moment's silence forced the secret bar. 

I looked up, you looked down; and so we kissed! 

It should have been a trifle to forget; 

Yet came that fusion of the centuries 
Rushing together. Did three hundred years 
Give back a lost kiss that my blood still holds — 

A kiss perhaps with Death the other side! 


THE GHOST 

If I were a ghost I could find you out: 

So I kept the face and the form you praise, 

And the gold hair ringing my head about, 

Just as in earth-bound days* 

I would tap with my Huger at your door — 

Scandal, of course, would not matter then — 

No tiptoe, trembling as once before, 

So afraid of the tongues of men* 

But delicate rapping from post to post, 

Even the panels I could slip through* 

Who is going to gossip about a ghost 
That conies at midnight to talk with you? 

Ghosts know so much. Death has taught them this: 

They have drunk of an all-reveal in g draught, 

When we refuse you our lips to kiss, 

Some other woman has turned, and laughed. 

But suppose, at a midnight, clear and fine. 

Hoses heavy and chill with dew, 

I should draw your dreaming mouth to mine 
And wander over the world with you. 
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THE GHOST 


By the way of the station garden. 

Hayricks tented against the shed. 

One cypress pine like a stately warden 
Of moonlit waters and dreamings dead 

Rises to climb where the dark Hrs straggle; 
Moonlight ripples beneath a bridge, 

Sandy slopes where the grasses haggle 

With pumpkin vines for the sheltered ridge. 

The shepherd’s hut with the dun bark sagging, 
The crooked chimney, the broken bail 

Made wind-proof with a scrap of bagging 
Kept in place by a rusty nail 

Till we came to the plain that has no ending 
(So it seems when the moon is high). 

To where the Dalby myalls bending 
Write their twilight along the sky. 

Ghosts of moons, all a ghost-world flooding, 
Sifted down from a sieve of blue: 

Wattle grey in its paUid budding, 

Ghosts of perfumes trickling through. 

If I were a ghost I would seek you out. 

Take the trail that we loved the most — 

The world and its carping tongues to flout. 
For who could gossip about a ghost? 


IN THE ASHES 

I found the cold grey ashes of a fire, 

Which these two lit, whom Vengeance followed fast, 
Although the dragging lawyer-vines were cast 
To stay the following footsteps— Hate’s desire, 

Thirsty to fill with blood its brazen cup, 

And drink the toast of '‘righteous murder’ ’ up! 

I found the ashes that such memories keep: 

Tali ironbarks were round them, scored of trunk, 

And here and there a wan bush- flower, drunk 
With sun and dew, and falling into sleep. 

Yet murmuring nothing of the vows it heard, 

Though its pale heart was redder by a word. 

And overhead a bronze wing in the boughs 
Rippled swift pinions, and a pink galah 
Strutted in seeding grass, yet kept afar 
From that grey ring that wed to Life’s carouse 
Pursuing Death. The blue smoke o’er the trees 
Betrays no more the rendezvous of these. 

With stir less leaves the ironbarks look down, 

Yet they must know that never human tongue 
Can tell of how those lovers kissed and clung, 

And how grey eyes struck flame from eyes of brown; 
At least they did not live to see Love pass 
Into a sear of ashes on the grass. 
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IN THE ASHES 


Beneath her hair, they told me, when she lay 
Heady for burial in the small bush inn, 

There was one bullet mark to pay her sin. 

Her small white hands were folded. Did she pray? 
After her death? (In life not much, I vow!) 

Pray to the God who would not hear her now . 

But he died harder. When I saw her there 
I understood how he would fight for life, 
Although he had no weapon but a knife 
With which to parry bullets* She was fair. 

And Death was not an easy thing to choose 
When there was life— and life with her — to lose! 


But they were very quiet when they slept 

On those rough trestles. So we laid them down 
Under the weeping myalls* Then to town 
One for the sergeant went* But I — I kept 
Pact with the promptings of a strange desire 
And rode to find their little burned-out fire. 

There was a wattle blooming at the edge 
Of that thick timber, and it spilled its gold 
Before my horsed hoofs, as though it told 
Of golden reeds that rustle through Life’s sedge, 
Making papyrus over which to write 
Record of hours that were all too bright 

For mortals living* Death had given them these, 
Ere for himself the price he claimed I know. 
There was some special glory in the glow 
Of that small camp-fire shining through the trees, 
And that, ere each crisp twig on it they set 
Often across its warmth their hands had met. 


IN THE ASHES 
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I left my horse* and idly, in the cold 

Of that dull pyre with my gum-switch stirred* 
It was no sob of shattered hopes I heard. 

Dead leaf and chip that once were fairy gold! 

No hieroglyph of graves in cinders spelled: 
One quick sweet laugh was all the ashes held! 


SAILORMAN 


Sailorman, sailor man, 

With your great brown arm and your big thick wrist 
And the bulldog neck of you. 

In how many harbours have you landed and kist, 

In how many harbours blue? 

Sailorman, sail or mart, with the firm fine mouth. 

And the eyes that are grey distances and warm wild 
South! 

Creak of the hawsers in the sweet Trade wind, 

Splash of the anchor, ripple of the line, 

Coconuts or rotting shell on white sands to find 
Beer or rum or brandy or a pale French wine, 

“On the scoot” with pockets full, sick, with money spent. 
Life and death have diced for you round a continent. 
“Bosca” up in Sydney town, "trcs bon” in France, 
"Segyen” out in Egypt, is your verdict of the dance! 

Sail orman, sailorman, 

With your swinging arm and your rope -rough wrist 
And the muscled neck of you, 

In how many harbours have you quarrelled and kist, 

In how many harbours blue? 


HIGH WINDS 


She liked to feel the high winds blow. 

And, watching from a hilltop west, 

See all the world to yellow glow 
With silvers for the harbour’s breast* 

She liked to taste the gardens brought 
From valley-ranging of the wind, 

That in its robber hands had caught 
The fragrances she could not find. 

And I have seen her stand and sway 
In gales blown inland from the sea, 

As if she longed to drive away 
A stifling indoor memory. 

A fragile creature, she had strength 
To gain an eyrie many seek. 

Untiring there to win at length 
The vantage of the loftiest peak. 

I do not think she minded Death, 

I think at last to her he came 
As some divine, triumphant breath, 

As white and splendid as a flame; 

Yet there are times my eyes are wet 

For her dear sake, when high winds blow, 
Bearing the musks of mignonette 
And roses, and she cannot know • 


THE ARRAS 

I could have sworn that the arras moved. 

That curtain fringed with the fleur-de-lis. 

You thought we were safe, who snatched and loved; 

That a watchful eye could not pierce to me! 

Yet over the sweep of the purple fold 

(Like an ocean floor in a moonless night), 

A ripple ran to the hem of gold. 

One petal hid, and one leapt to light. 

I could have sworn that the arras moved. 

You think it is locked in our hearts to-day; 

That throbbing moment we clung and loved 
Is sealed forever and shut away 
Where the jealous eye cannot note and brood 
On loss or profit in proving shame — 

The right of spilling a gallant's blood 
The right of branding a woman's name. 

To-day we met in the gallery. 

You bowed full coldly and passed me by 
And bravely went for the world to see — 

No Up betraying, no softening eye. 

’Twas well that the gown was tightly laced 
Over my heart, and Its stung desire, 

Over the breast where your kisses placed 
The rose of love with its thorn of fire. 
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A sword-point clashed on the polished floor; 

Two heels clicked sharply ere you were gone. 

But 1 stepped as proud as I went before 
By the line of the courtiers, all alone. 

Yet — l remembered the arras moved. 

And shaken trust in a world a-reel 
Convulsed the air like a faith disproved. 

Who dropped the sword and who clicked the heel? 

I have smoothed my bodice and dressed my hair: 

The snow of my bosom naught reveals. 

Was it only fancy that one lurked there 
Kneeling to spy as a traitor kneels? 

Was it only fancy? You kissed so warm; 

Your kiss was all lor a space I knew; 

And the pulse's riot will jest at harm 

And fear sinks drugged m a glance of blue. 

What heart pays toll for its secret sins? 

So each heart feareth a torch's shine, 

And up in his tower he sits and spins 
Perhaps a snare for your life and mine. 

The King was gracious to me to-day 
And the Queen that model of virtue proved — 

And my lord sent jewels to make me gay , * , « 

Yet, I wish I knew why the arras moved f 


OUR SPEECH 


Oh* speak to me never in words you use 
To other women who please your eyes! 

But in the silence, when lightning plays 
Its lance low down in the summer skies. 

Or at midnight's hush, when some shrinking flower 
That feared the prying of garish day 
Rustles a petal and bares a heart 

That is cool as starshine and sweet as May, 

When the rare dream-tremor goes thro' your soul 
And you feel the thrill that must bring forth song, 
Tiren the night will carry your speech to me 
The happy hills of the world along! 

Oh, reach your hand in no swift caress, 

For such love life holds a death within! 

But send me a token I can keep 
On the long caress of a violin: 

Some joy you found in a printed word 
That fixed the thought of a poet-brain, 

Some major note of a shaft of sun, 

Some minor lilt of the friendly rain! 


OUR SPEECH 
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The wind that came from a mountain- top, 
(But swept a garden of roses thro’)* 

Some pine-boughs sighing in gyves of mist. 
Some laugh of leaves on a wash of blue, 
The golden sand in a dashing wave, 

The tip of a gannet’s wing of snow; 

The fluted lip of a sea-tost shell 

That lisps its tale of the green below, 

Let these spell softly my answer, hold 
My soul's wild hymn to your music bars. 
The sun and wind are our alphabet, 

God gave us words in His silver stars! 


THE REIVER 


Oh, clear the road runs down the hill, and out across 
the heath. 

And at the three cross-roads there stands a gibbet stark 
as death: 

The wind goes whistling round the bones of that which 
hangs beneath* 

And on a merry Summer’s morn my lady’s coach rolls 

by. 

The gay postillion cracks his whip ; my lady’s sombre eye 

Looks straight ahead, down that white road that ribbons 
to the sky. 

Her little lap-dog at her feet, in scarlet collar drest, 

Can climb upon her silken knee or nestle to her breast; 

But black and dry are those wild lips that once her red 
mouth prestl 

A flight of birds across the moor drifts low o’er blos- 
somy ways; 

A cloud of butterflies comes out on sunshine girdled 
days; 

And these are light and pleasant things for any lady’s 
gaze. 
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But never looks she right nor left beneath these ardent 
skies. 

At hawthorn thick with bloom and bees; for to her 
staring eyes 

Across that beaten trail of white a gibbet's shadow lies. 


The gossips at St. James’s had a pungent talc last year — 
’Twas whispered loud in anteroom, and low to sove- 
reign’s ear. 

And rolled as morsel on the tongue of ladies sour and 

sere: 


The highwayman had snatched, they said, my lady from 
my lord. 

And ta’en her to some mountain glen to share his bed 
and board. 

They tracked his silver stallion’s hoofs by pool and fen 
and sward. 


The King sent down his redcoat men to bring my lady 
home. 

The Court were chattering for a week, like all the geese 
in Rome; 

The priest had shrived my lady till her soul was white 
as foam. 


They seized the madcap highwayman, and, ere they 
swung him high 

Above the breaking hawthorn buds that laughed towards 
the sky. 

They asked him would he pardon crave before he came 
to die. 
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But with a laugh that surely must have spawned a jest 
in hell. 

Said he, “Go speak her ladyship if she her lord can tell 
That any lips beside my own have kissed her moutit 
so well” 


My lord grew purple in the face; he stamped and raved 
and swore; 

And to the open, wind-blown heath the highwayman 
they bore, 

And hanged him on a common tree where footpads 
hanged before. 


But oh, he had a princely air, and many a blue eyed maid 
Crept to the ingle fire that night, of wandering afraid, 
Because the wind among the chains like ghostly fingers 
played ; 


And, shriven of another* s sin, my lady rides to town. 
My lord has bought her golden shoes and many a costly 
gown, 

My lady to St. James's goes, to live the gossip down. 


But on this merry Summer's morn, across the budding 
leas, 

With absent fingers she has drawn the lap-dog to her 

knees, 

Remembering traitor Ups that left such burning 
memories . 


THE WHISPERING STAIR 


Did you ever lie in the warm dark silence. 

When the air seemed waking with budding flowers* 
And the stars were lords of the mystic hours, 

And the moon was a round rose, white and rare? 
Did you ever listen with quickened breath 
For a thing which spelled to you life and death — 
Love's footfall on the stair? 

Did you ever open your arms to hold him? 

Feel night knew only the gods and love. 

And a world shut out, lest it disapprove, 

Was only dust of a stupid past, 

Some buried city of cast-off creeds 
That had never a grace for poor human needs. 
While those arms could hold him fast? 


Did you feel the stir of the bygone ages, 

When strong men captured, and women clung? 
Did some doom cry out with a muffled tongue 
To warn you, “Dear is the price you pay?*' 
Did you laugh to the sob of that warning note. 
With your lips so near to his pulsing throat. 
That all else seemed swept away? 


THE WHISPERING STAIR 
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Since kings went wooing in masks of velvet, 

Old stairs have whispered of stealthy feet. 

When dawn and dusk at the mid*hour meet. 

They have told their story of broken bars; 

And the nodding roses have drawn more near them, 
And the wind of the night has leaned to hear them 
And carry it to the stars. 

Oh, wedded loves, that have grasped so much! 
Where a world will smile and a priest will pray 
Till the gipsy god has been shamed away, 

Oh, never your star shines so hot and white 
(Like a sword-point freed in the laughing air!) 

For you no step on the whispering stair 
And never a moon like our moon that night! 


THE TOAST 


They set her on the table among the silver’s gleam: 

Her hair was black as stormy night, her eyes a captured 
dream. 

"A toast 1 A toast !” they hailed her, and through the 
tresses shine, 

"The man who has forgotten she whispered o’er the 
wine ; 


Her gown slid from a shoulder that called for some- 
one’s kiss; 

They clicked their heels together, and swore "What jest 
is this?*’ 

The hand was on the sword-hilt, below the ruffles 
fine - . . 

“J7 such be found among us?” And they set down the 
wine. 


Bold eyes appraised her lovely face and guessed at hid- 
den charms, 

And one set both her little feet upon his open palms. 
"Could Blood with blood forget her?** And to the 
torches’ sway 

The voices shook the rafter that cried that strenuous 
-Way/” 


ii8 THE TOAST 

The clink of gold coins lightly flung the listening varlets 
heard. 

And wondered that the gipsy wench should speak no 
grateful word. 

With rebel curls across her breast, and rebel eyes 
ashine. 

To the man who had forgotten , she pledged the beaded 
wine! 


THE ENCHANTED GARDEN 


*‘St. David of Wales slept seven years in the enchanted 
garden of Ormandine. He was rescued by St, George 
of England/’ — Brewer . 

What did yon dream in seven years? Seven years of a 
magic rose. 

Seven years of a haunted thicket, clasping bramble and 
lily faint, 

Seven years of enchanted moss, with the quiver of pop- 
lars thrown across? 

What did you find in your sealed slumber? Theme for 
sinner or theme for saint? 


Cymric eyes are as blue as Heaven, long-lashed, full of 
the need to dream. 

For their hearts are tuned to the voiceless mountain, 
their souls are free of the rushing stream. 

When the wizard lured you by wicket-gate — deft-hid 
gate in a wall unseen — 

When the spell of the flowers took you captive, chained 
in the garden of Ormandine, 

Were you glad — a little — to find such dreaming? Life 
austere, and the rush-floored cell 

To be changed for a poppy’s drowsy swinging, in and 
out, like a vesper bell? 
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THE ENCHANTED GARDEN 


Over your head the leaves came rustling, gold of autumn 
among the boughs; 

Over your head the dawn-moths fluttered, dragonflies in 
their spring carouse, 

Dipped to your hair and swept an eyebrow, flicked to 
your girdle frayed and quaint; 

Or the grey mouse nibbled your dusty sandal, undeterred 
by a sleeping saint. 

The pink rose pouted her mouth above you; the lily 
flung you her pollen gold; 

The fruiting hedges had flaunted purple; the ficus crept 
to you, fold on fold. 


And surely, into your saintly dreaming, there slid the 
musk of a Vision’s mouth; 

Carnations carried a cup of perfume, foamed by winds 
of the amorous South; 

The lively bee with his tawny body matched the brown 
of your gabardine; 

Betwixt the curve of your sleeping Angers the grass 
blades broke in a sheaf of green; 

The dews of the night were pearled upon you, dews 
that the noon sun drank at last; 

And the summer rains cooled your ferny pillow; the 
arms of the twilight held you fast. 


The rosy tendrils of vines swung o'er you, the broad 
leaves shielded your helpless eyes; 

And a bird lit low on a twig to greet you, floating out 
of the ghostly skies. 

When St George came galloping there to save you, did 
he shatter garden and scatter wall? 

Did the lily die of a mailed knight’s treading? The pop- 
lar gold to his broadsword fall? 
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Did the moss crouch down to the silver water, that 
through the dream, in a sleep-song flows? 

Did the poppy crumble to pallid petals — the spear-point 
carry a wounded rose? 


The hush has gone from the magic garden. Time that 
was naught resumed its reign; 

And the dream, like a ragged web out-drifted, you could 
not mend with your prayers again. 

The grey mouse hid in an earth crack, shaking; the 
dragonfly was a shrivelled thing; 

But the grass outlined where a saint lay sleeping, seven 
years by the wizard’s spring. 

Clatter of hoofs! St* George is riding! Conquering 
knight, he has crossed the stream. 

To rescue you from the walled garden, the long, long 
sleep and the long, long dream. 

Back to patter of prayer* to fasting; back again to the 
cell and vow; 

And the spell is broken among the flowers, where only 
the memories linger now! 

What did you dream in seven years? Seven years of a 
magic rose, 

Seven years of the haunted thicket, locking bramble and 
lily faint* 

Seven years of enchanted moss* with a quiver of branches 
flung across? 

What did you And in your scaled slumber? Dream for 
sinner or dream for saint? 


THE WORD MAKER 


Among the burnt, brown grasses upon the brown hill- 
side 

He lay and dreamed of heroes who by the spear had 
died. 

His spirit for the stretch and stir of striving muscles 
cried, 

Among the burnt, brown grasses upon the brown hill- 
side. 


His shrunken limb forgotten, his wavering hand-thrust 
lost, 

He moved, a splendid figure, amid the warring host 

The grey wolf watched him from the rock, the eagle 
soared on high. 

Till Night, the vulture of the Bay, went stealing up the 
sky. 


He woke. The stars were over him. A breath of crushed 
wild thyme 

Came like the scented dust of gods from grinding wheels 
of Time. 

He woke; and far, and silver white, adown the purple 
skies 

He saw the gbost-thing of the moon slip out of Paradise. 
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Threading the pathways of the vale a hundred fire-flies 
grew 

Twas where the wandering tribesmen couched amid the 
leaves and dew* 

A burst of rude sound split the night, the snap of flint 
on flint, 

But close he pressed the tangled roots among the flat- 
tened mint* 


He saw his flaccid useless hand, his withered palsied 
limb, 

And all the night, as all the day, was desolate to him. 
Outcast, a foolish feeble thing * „ * with foolish babbling 
tongue 

As empty as a barren breast where only beads are hung. 


The maid who wore the eagle's plume had gibed at him 
that day, 

Her smooth flank softer than a flower against the gran- 
ite’s grey; 

A doddering witch had bade him in, and mocked his 
helpless hate 

With jest, that she of all the tribe was fittest for his 
mate* 


He lay and wept upon his face along the brown hill- 
side* 

But Thought crept up the silvered slope and from the 
river’s tide, 

Thought of the things that are not war, nor kissing of 
a maid; 

And something moved and strove for birth and clamoured 
for his aid! 
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Words! words ! they travailled in the brain, some red 
and fierce as flame, 

And some as pale as rainy dawns that from the Storm 
womb came; 

And little ones to join their hands, and big ones all 
alone, 

They chattered in the singing leaf, they muttered on a 
stone! 


Some danced like maidens in the spring, or moths in 
summer lust; 

Some rolled and crowed as naked babes about the 
blossom- dust ; 

Some stalked, a chief to council grave; some broke 
against a kiss; 

Some hounded Death on lurking Hate; some rippled into 
bliss. 


United in a stately march, they grew to mighty things. 
Some halted, falling by the way; but some were wise 
with wings. 

And he forgot his shrunken limb, where rhyme with 
quick rhyme met, 

And he forgot his puny form, and made the world forget. 


He sang the words by ruddy fires; he cried them to the 
height. 

Till to the door of skins there crept an amber maid one 
night. 

He barred the way with rigid arm, and he laughed low 
and long, 

"Thou canst go find a lesser man, for 1 have wed my 
song! 
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“There is no corner in my tent to plight another troth. 

The chosen word I make my bride; I have not bed for 
both,” 

And In the throbbing, sultry dawn — a blood clout on 
the grey — 

Within a careless heel-track's groove, an eagle's feather 
lay. 

Among the fine spring grasses upon the green hill-side, 

He dreamed no more of heroes, who on the spear-point 
died, 

Gone back to earth that gave them ... a dust mote 
blown in space — 

He saw the children of his soul linked through the human 
race. 

A wrinkled crone went clambering towards the hill- 
side’s green; 

An amber maid crouched very low the amber reeds 
between. 


THE KING RODE BY 


Oh, a King came riding last spring, last spring. 
By the wall where the moss cups blow; 

By the short green fields and the long hop poles, 
Where the scarlet bean-flowers grow, 

A King came riding out of the haze 
Of the grey old town below, 

A King came riding in summer days: 

Pallid roses on lawns of dream, 

Bulrush-browns by the sunny banks 
Of the low, sun-smitten stream; 

And the broken peace of the pebbled ford 
Caught a jewelled feather’s gleam. 

For a King goes grandly in purple coat, 
Pearl-sewn sleeve, and a dagger hilt. 
Diamond-dappled, with dust of stars. 

Rubies over the metal spUt, 

And when a King in his pride rides by, 

Roses languish and poppies wilt. 

The King has buskins of leather fine. 

He rides for pleasure, and casts his greaves; 
The King has eyes that are quick as fire 
To find a dormer among the eaves. 

And on the boards that were clean and white 
The print of a heel he leaves. 
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Moths were out in the twilight ways. 
Bistre-body and noiseless wing; 

Shy jack rabbits between the stocks 
Heard a rustling along the ling, 

Nor knew that the step among the fern 
Was the footfall of a Xing, 

The smith had courted the wilful maid 
Steadily for a year or more; 

And now she sews at her wedding-gown, 
Linen white from the merchant's store. 

In the autumn days when the reddening vine 
Trails flamboyant from porch to door. 

The smith wears greasy leathern breeks, 

His chest is hairy and strong and bare; 

But his eyes, when he looks at Elspeth, seem 
The eyes of a knight who kneels in prayer; 

And he scarce dare fondle her fingers warm, 
Nor one ringlet of her hair! 

And Elspeth seems as a maiden fey, 

She sews and sews like a hunted thing, 

Starts at the pipe of a lonely bird. 

Grows rose-red at a dry leaPs swing; 

Then drops her needle to watch the road 
Where a King rode in the spring. 


THE EMPTY MIRROR 


If she were here, upon this bright spring day. 
Intent on fripperies, she would go forth 
To buy herself a hat (some ribbon ends, 

A silver buckle, and a flower or two!) 

And come home with a flush in either cheek, 

And small hands full of parcels, and would say 
(The wonderful confection on her head. 

That halo of a daring milliner!) 

"You're sure you like it?” Turning from the glass 
To press a hurried kiss on my grey hair. 

And back again to her own eyes-of -youth 
The mirror made not half so beautiful! 

She was such lover of all pretty things, 

Of fragile laces and of muslin frills. 

And small enamel discs, and dancing shoes 
With silly heels she told me were “quite French,” 
When nothing really mattered to my love 
But just herself and all her burnished hair. 

A ring I gave her was her constant joy, 

A tiny golden loop for happiness. A turquoise set 
Between four pearls — no very costly gift — 

But it was worth to her a King’s reward. 

Alas! A straight white gown is hers to-day. 

They do not need gold buckles in the grave, 

Nor satin ribbons; and the nodding flowers 
Will grow above her sleep, and weave a veil 
And cover for her little shining head. 
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But she can never turn to me, and smile, 

“You’re sure you like it? 1 " from her vantage point 
Before that oval of reflected joy. 

Spring will return through autumn's yellow ways, 

And in the city windows I shall see 

The ’broidered silken hose she used to crave, 

The filmy lace, the glory of the hats, 

The high French heels - .* . . 

While I go home 

Through streets that waver with old memories 
To find, an empty mirror on the wall. 


I 


THE KING LAY SICK 


The King lay sick in the eastern tower — 

’Twas the Queen herself who tended him. 

Left her taboret in her northern bower 
To cool his lips at a goblet T s rim. 

With her pearl- sewn sleeve held his dark head up 
That on healing simples the King might sup. 

The Cardinal came in his scarlet gown 
To intercede with his God above — 

For the Cardinal's God who on earth looks down. 
He does not know as a God of Love, 

So he hade the courtiers cringe and pray 
That the monarch's sickness might pass away. 

Grave doctors rustled in velvet cloak 
With ebon stick and learned mouth 
Till the King from a fevered stupor woke 
And cried of a window facing south: 

Of wild red roses like scented flame, 

And his pillow muffled a foolish name! 

So they called the Queen from the low prie-Dieu 
Where she held a candle of finest wax, 

Tho* a wind from the rainy fields crept thro T 
With a whiff of hawthorn and beaten flax: 

And the King once more let his raised hand fall 
As he turned his face to the arrased wall. 
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The young Prince fretted for hawk and hound, 

And bit his knuckle and drummed a heel: 

'Twas the longest waiting his youth had found. 

He began to ponder how sceptres feel: 

The thought was dull . . . for wild-woods are green 
And a gipsy wench may not make a Queen! 

And the Queen, who never had loved the King, 

Hid secret dreams as the taper burned, 

For the Prince, her son, was a weak-willed thing. 
And a likely Regent her heart discerned; 

But the foul reproach none should ever bring 
That she lacked in duty towards her King. 

So she grudged herself e’en a moment’s sleep 

While she measured physics and spiced the wine. 
And she knew exactly how much to weep 
For a loving wife is a clinging vine: 

And she proved what a loyal heart can bear 
When the sick King frowned as he saw her there! 

From the dreary wastes of the blackened plain 
With her eyes like night and her hair like flame 
Thro’ the unspent fury of wind and rain, 

The King’s Sweetheart from the forest came. 

In her cotton shift was no warmth at all 
But she stood all night at the palace wall: 

When the wan wild sun in the hills had set 
And the hooting owl from its caverns drew. 

While the dwarfs of the tempest spread their net 
To steal a star that the clouds let thro’ 

With her small palms pressed to the wall’s wet moss 
And her arms outspread till she made a cross: 
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She heard the watchman call the hour, 

She heard the chanting at evensong. 

Heard them changing guard in the eastern tower 
And stood there, rigid, the whole night long. 
She spiced no cup — and she prayed no prayer— 
But I think her God saw her vigil there. 


THE SHADOWS 


The dancers swung, and their shadows 
Fled alter them over the floor; 

For mirror-bright was the polished floor. 

And flower-barred was the carven door. 

The music throbbed to a lover's measure, 

And Folly wed with her wanton, Pleasure, 
For the space of a reckless night; 

And she flicked the heel of her scarlet shoon. 
And forgot the lake, and the pale-faced moon, 
And the uplands chaste and white. 

And I wondered, watching the gyring throng 
That trod Mirth's maze with a lilt along, 
Where the guilt of blood could lie: 

Till I saw one go with a stealthy air, 

A feathered cap on his lank black hair, 

And a dagger at his thigh. 

His arms held a maiden, young and white, 

As fair as star on a stormy night, 

Ah, how could such linking be? 

My bitter glance to the floor sank down. 

Till the blurred reflex of her silken gown 
Took the shape of a gallows tree. 
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THE SHADOWS 


For I knew how in bed of curtained state. 
With his fallen jaw, and his dead eyes* hate, 
Lay the Ancient-Reckoning, 

And I knew that over the snow-soft hills 
And over the lock of the frozen rills 
Rode the troopers of the King. 

Dawn struck in with a daggered hand; 

A door was wide to the wintry land* 

And the King’s armed men drew near. 

High bosoms hid *neath the swift-drawn lace; 
While here was a proud enquiring face, 

And there the smirk of fear. 

Aloof, she stood by the flower-wreathed door. 
Tapped with her heel on the polished Boor, 

As though for the dance she cried. 

Oh, the clean, crisp air came rushing in 
On that foolish riot of Sense and Sin 
From a world so clean and wide! 


And I laughed as I moved to see them take 
Unyielding grip of that subtle snake 
Who had dared to clasp her hand. 

She was white as a pearl by a tropic sea, 
She was pure as a moonlight's mystery. 
Then I heard the curt command, 


‘Tn the King's name, for murder foul I*’ 

Oh, the sun drew under a grey cloud cowl 
And became a cloistered thing, 

*Twas not the knave with the lank, black hair t 
But a milk-white maiden, wondrous fair, 

Who was prisoner of the King. 
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Steadily stepped they over the floor, 

Silent, grim, to the open door, 

And she stepped steadily. 

And the upheld loop of her gown of white 
Made in a floor that was mirror-bright 
The shape of a gallows tree > 


QUEENSLAND WOODS 


Woods are such lovely things! The sheeny bean. 
The cypress pine that tells on windy eves 
Its scented story to the summer rain; 

And silky-oak wherein the fairies wrote 
Their alphabet a hundred years ago; 

The shelly paleness of the dainty pine, 

Bloodwood and box and ripe mahogany: 

I sometimes think these modest pantry-shelves, 
These grand pianos, and these polished floors, 
These office chairs, these shiny roll-top desks, 

If we could hear them, could make us a book 
Of things extraordinary, that the night 
Has Leaned to whisper down the rustling dark 
To the frail crests of heaven-seeking things. 

What violins of wings the boughs have known! 
What little joyous feathered roundelays! 

The woven nests, the home of sticks and mud, 

Or plaited cosy corners of the birds; 

The palpitating possum on the branch. 

Hearing far off the threat of dogs and men, 

Has clawed his fear into the bleeding bough; 

The parrot preened the glory of his wing; 

The bronze-wing pigeon cooed his spring-tide tale; 
The grey dove moaned o’er lost, forgotten things. 
White winter rains have beaten on the leaves; 
Drought has pressed down the sap in dying twigs; 
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Bush-fires have scorched the silver bark and sent 
A long wild shuddering horror through the green. 
The brown surveyor's axe has cut a shield — 

The curling bark makes haste to heal again — 

Small ficus plants have climbed, with emerald coins 
Plastering a grizzled trunk, and flowering vines 
Have decked the grimmest boles to carnival. 

On moonlit nights the hamadryads come, 

Their bodies white as milk, their tresses red 
As autumn leaves in older lands than ours; 

And gum-tree goblins, and a thousand elves 
Of earth and star make merry in the trees. 

And the trees listen, weaving in their grain 
This tale of fleeting moons and lingering dawns. 

And roseate feathers of sunsetting, wreathed 
About the brim of low, mist-ribboned halls. 

The plainest unscrubbed board a kitchen holds. 

If you could heed, may have a tale of kings! 

And when you hear it creaking in the night, 

Who knows but that it is remembering 
The way the wind came leaping from the sea 
To find a frolic welcome in the bough! 


KASSAPTU 
(The Assyrian Witch) 

The witch sits always in the shadow of the wall 
And under her blue robe she hides her hands 
That never man may see the things she does at all, 

But my faint heart conceives and understands * * * 
She is weaving Severn spells . . , 

Making flowers out of clay and scenting them too 
sweet, 

For her voice is as the sound of Nippur bells 
Blowing to the desert from the street * 

The witch sits in the shadow of the wall . * * 

And (braided like a warrior’s of the race) 

The midnight of her tresses seems to fall 

To blot the silver moonlight of her face . . * 

Not a jewel does she carry on her amber throat and 
small, 

Every tooth she has is even, sharp and white — 

I can see them when she’s laughing in the shadow of the 
wall 

For she never once comes out into the light. 

I have a Scythian lover, strong and tall* 

And the witch has many lovers, I have one — 

I am languishing with fear lest he should pass this wall 
Coming in his chariot , , . out of Babylon, 


THE STREET ARTIST 


He leaned, with all his wares unsold, against the city 
wall, 

Weary and grey, the architect of this strange gallery 
Of seascapes and of landscapes that were not of earth 
at all — 

A parody of forests and a skit upon the sea. 


Some quickness with the pencil and some ardour for 
the brush. 

Perhaps began his downfall and his hope of a career. 

And I thought of brown bees humming in an almond- 
scented hush* 

And I breathed a whiff of woodland — though ire reeked 
of last nights beer. 


And I thought of tumbling oceans and of pale mists 
delicate. 

And of dewy plains at dawning and of black soil freshly 
ploughed ; 

And I wondered why his hand must knock, unheeded, 
on the gate 

Of the visionings of hill-sides and the marvel of a 
cloud. 
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The tan sand in a breaking wave* the curl of creamy 
foam. 

The glimmer of wet beaches and the moonshine on the 
reeds, 

A swaying of green seaweeds where Pacific breakers 
comb, 

Or the long, slow, sunlit reaches where the lonely 
heron feeds. 

His sunsets were like beefsteak when it's badly under- 
done; 

In his penance sheets of moonlight warm Romance 
when staggering, faint: 

There was war and there was rapine in the carnage of 
his sun. 

So I turned and gave him sixpence for the things he 
couldn't paint f 


LITTLE BIRDS 


The happiest things I think, are little birds; 

They pout their breasts upon a sunlit tomb, 

Indifferent to the squealing of the bats; 

Swing on a tyrant's tree, and peer into 
The shuttered windows where a woman heals 
Her shamed heart with a jewel or a gown. 

They never grow too proud to love a rose, 

Or dip a beak in honeysuckle horns 
To quaff the heady mead of scented flowers. 

Their loves are light as air, and when Night comes. 
Head under wing makes canopy and bed. 

There is no dressing up, no lying down 
To stifling pillows where we hide the tears 
We dare not show by day. They dance and sing 
Because the wind is full of apple bloom. 

Because far hills are wonderfully blue. 

Because a pink carnation broke its sheath. 

Or they can see their reflex in a pool 
Between the scarlet flights of dragonflies; 

Because the figs are ripe on twisted trees 
SpiUing a sugary manna to the ground. 

The happiest things, I think, are little birds; 

They fear not Life, and when Death says " *Tis timet* 
Make no complaint, but creep away to die 
In some small green cathedral of their own. 


THE LOOM 


From my unsatisfied desire 

I shape the radiance of a rose; 

To twisted threads of golden fire, 

The web that is a love-tale grows. 

I pattern colours, ripe and rare, 

On the grey ground of my despair. 

Sometimes I note a trembling leaf 
That stencils beauty on the tree* 

A poin si ana's red relief 
Against an ochre balcony — 

A thin fine spire upon the blue, 

I steal their brave design for yout 

The soft monotonies of rain. 

The sun's triumphant ambering: 

I rifle these to spin again. 

I blend the winter with the spring* 

A prize for treasure-chest to prove 
When placed upon the loom of love. 

Men do not guess who see me dream* 
And think me diffident or cold, 

How in my heart the magics gleam 
Of emerald* amethyst* or gold; 

That these sly pixies of the brain 

May take their choice from many a skein t 


THE LOOM 

And all for you, my Secret Love, 

The colours on the frame are set 
With scarlets, leaping blood to prove, 
And passionate tones of violet. 

While mind and sense and soul compete 
To weave a carpet lor your feet. 
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THE KING CAME HOME 


The mists that are as melted pearls were in the green 
cup of the wood, 

Which Morn had emptied of the Night, and Life and 
High Emprise seemed good. 

His war-horse champed its ringing bit to hear them 
sound the tourney call. 

And bravely to its jewelled sheath I heard the sword of 
victory fall. 

A white-throat sang against the copse, the pennons on 
the blue were gay. 

And with my favour on his heart, and at his helm, he 
rode away* . * 

The kine came home at evenfall, I heard them lowing 
in the byre; 

The sunset died along the hills in one wild wave of 
orange fire; 

The hinds were talking of the jousts, of blows for honour 
or for shame. 

But when they told of gallant deeds not one among them 
spoke his name . 

I donned my robe of heaven’s blue, I drew my golden 
cincture down, 

I set a jewel in my hair, and underneath my festal gown 

My quilted petticoat I wore, my silken hose with clocks 
of green, 

For when a king rides home at night ’twere fitting he 
should find a queen. . . 
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A cricket in the grass was shrill* the whispering wind 
was full of flowers, 

The clatter on the highroad died: then came the silent, 
moonlit hours. 

Ob, surely but he tarries long, weighed with the olives 
on his brow 

In triumph, does a king forget a woman who is lonely 
now? 

He rode not to my door, but came — too slowly — by the 
secret trail; 

There was no morion on his head, his throat was bare, 
his cheek was pale; 

Between the tapestries he stood and stared into my 
lighted room, 

A shattered sword was in his hand, those dancing eyes 
were still with gloom. . . 

He knelt before my gilded chair, heaped with its cushions 
of brocade. 

He placed no laurels at my feet; his head against my 
knee he laid. 

I saw that alien patch of red amongst the matted hair, 
and brown. 

From where the stroke had bitten deep, his blood was 
on my sky-blue gown. , . 

My King came home — a king uncrowned — and I was 
decked as any queen 

In satin petticoat and hose with clocks of the Imperial 
green; 

My King came home — a broken man — too sad to woo, 
too spent to kiss, 

Victor or Vanquished — he came home — what mattered 
anything hut this? 
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GRAINS OF SAND 

The melon-seller goes to-day in fine red slippers shod; 
He spreads his store upon the ground, ripe melons 
gold and green. 

Some arabesqued in spidery white — a breakfast for a 

god — 

Some coloured deep as Chinese jade with slices set 
between 

Of rose-red pulp. The desert blows sand-grains upon his 
wares 

As with black pip and honey juice the passer-by he 
snares. 


He lifts an orange sackcloth tent betwixt them and the 
sky. 

Then seeks the shelter of the palms and most devoutly 
prays. 

He heard the yellow camels pass, he watched them 
stringing by; 

Perhaps he saw a beckoning hand where one rich 
burden sways, 

Or little hennaed foot look out with jewels on the toes — 

There came a whiff of ambergris that on the heart-fire 
blows. 
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I know the melon-seller dreams; he goes barefoot no 
more. 

His turban shows a gleaming stone, he smells of 
orange flowers. 

The muslins of his flowing dress are whiter than before. 

Instead of hawking melons now he muses through 
the hours; 

He gazes where the blue skies meet the brown walls of 
the khan. 

And always through his dream he hears a tinkling 
caravan. 

Did it come from Arabia with cinnamons and gum? 

Did it rock in from Kandahar with jars of liquid 
flame ? 

With willow wands and Persian silks and ambers did 
it come? 

It does not matter what the route — he only knows it 
came. 

To-night it rests within the khan. There is no moon to 
light 

The little window in the wall — much may be done to- 
night. 

For when the melon-seller moved to where the shadows 
lie 

I saw the ridge beneath hts robe a hidden weapon 
made. 

There came the flapping of the wings of vultures down 
the sky; 

Perhaps they guessed the uses of a blue Damascus 
blade. 

Oh, is it for a hidden sheik or for himself he woos? 

Was it blood-money or a theft that bought a bare man 
shoes? 



MS grains of sand 

To-morrow when the camels rise to take their wooden 
crates 

Out to the shimmering desert line — the “thirst of the 
gazette’* — 

Will that rich palankeen jolt through the frowning city 
gates 

To-morrow, when the dawning paints with amethyst 
the well? 

Or will it sway — an empty nest — from one white bird's 
release 

Who scents some hungry bearded lip with musks and 
ambergris? 


And will the orange sackcloth screen sway gently in 
the breeze, 

While flies upon the melons pounce to drink the 
sugared sap? 

Will that poor seller cry his fruits beyond the clustering 
trees. 

With furtive counting of the gold chance poured into 
his lap, _ 

And fear he never felt before for every stranger’s hand, 
While ever from the desert blow the glittering grains of 
sand? 


Or will the scattered melons fall to rot upon the ground 
No luscious reds and greens again to tempt the cara- 
van — 

The sackcloth tent a coverlid for bridal sleep be found. 
Or hide beneath its orange folds the body of a man? 
(Thought on its racing camel goes so wildly and so 
fleet 

Because a melon-seller wears red slippers on his feett) 
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But those who touch the desert's rim know many desert 
things — 

Blown to their hearts as grains of sand are on the 
melons blown — 

How marriage feasts are followed by the swoop of evil 
wings, 

And there are poison cups behind the arras of a 
throne. 

Between the swathings of a veil a grain of sand may 
slip, 

Till fancy seals a lover's kiss upon a virgin lip, 

A flick of gems may set ablaze a Ere to scourge a land, 

An uncut melon hold a slip of parchment closely writ; 

And fate may place instead of flowers a dagger in your 
hand, 

And chance may mutter in your ear the need for using 
it. 

For those who live upon the edge of an enchanted strand 

Can read strange stories in the dance of drifting grains 
of sand! 


GOBLIN TIME 


Before the stars have found their way 
With twinkling wicks about the sky, 
And when the big red staring sun 
Has winked to let the ghosts get by, 

Oh, keep to the veranda steps, 

For where the yellow grass was shorn 
You yet may hear the goblin feet 
Like rustling leaves across the lawn! 

Before the twilight monks have told 
Their beads of every glimmering pool; 
Before the shearer of the clouds 
Has clipped away the ragged wool; 

And ere the stars their lanterns hang 
On Heaven’s fence in silver rime 
And all the earth is turning grey. 

Keep near the door — ifs goblin timet 

In goblin time, the iron tank — 

A harmless creature in its way — 

Grows like some awful giant’s head 
That crouched behind our house all day. 
The clothes-line hanging in the yard 
With fluttering humble things upon, 

Has changed into a gallows tree 
That holds a dangling skeleton. 
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And in the bushes where you played 
The jasmine, deutria, or rose. 

That knew but butterfly and bee, 

Some pufBng, unseen dragon blows. 

The quince hedge is no hedge at all — 

Where you could cut a friendly switch — 

But with a screen of leaf it hides 
A broomstick trotting for a witch. 

The grape-vine trellis, where you left 
Your top and ball: You wouldn't dare — 

It is so black and quivering — 

To go to seek your treasure there. 

For all the cold and secret hands 
That have the ghost- hour in their grip 
Would follow you. And just suppose 
Your knees should fail; your foot should slip . 

YouVe brave enough. Of course you are! 

You swam right over the lagoon, 

You crossed the paddock, when the bull 
Was bellowing — But that was noon , . . 

The fowl- house — all that glimmering white 
That seemed to-day like streaks of lime — 

Those are the hones of murdered boys . 

Oh, run inside! , . . It's goblin time ! 


UNBORN 


St r a iked at the gates of dawn by Custom's curse, 
Still, in the throbbing of perpetual life. 

Pulseless and laid aside like last year’s rose 
Which held such scarlet promise in the bud. 

Soul of my very soul, blood of your blood, 

A silent outcome of delicious strife. 

This kiss might make the blossom of his eyes, 

This touch might frame the petal of his lip, 

This lingering loving, shape his spirit’s flame. 

This be his legacy of your clear brain, 

And this bring back my babyhood again, 

Your life-sea float once more a long-lost ship. 

Yet — so Convention weaves the winding-sheet. 

We find him only when some sun-browned child 
Laughs on the yellow beaches, or the wave 
Kisses the dimples in a pearly flank: 

Some other woman’s babe, on sand- warm bank 
Our son, that missed us somewhere in the wild. 

We find him in the blue of summer skies, 

The gum-crowned hill-tops by the granite tors. 
The golden pebbles in the shallow stream, 

Some sweet elusive fairy of the green. 

He pipes, Pan-like, the loved and the unseen, 

So truly mine and yet so nobly yours! 
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Passion I gave you, and love sanctified, 

Dreams have I given you, the night and morn 
Of many a mood on which your fingers played. 
Song have I given you, my splendid mate, 

Yet the great gift lies speechless at life's gate, 
An unborn babe — for ever more unborn ! 


THE LOWLAND WOMAN 


Bird-bright were my eyes with watching, as beseemed 
a mountain-dweller, 

Where the besom of the ice-wind scours the clefts, a 
mist-expeller. 

Wise was I in wide-earth places, chinks in rocks, and 
eagles’ nests; 

And the canny Alpine mosses clinging to the granites’ 
crests. 

Half the world my window showed me. Past the pines 
in columns gloomy. 

Stunted firs the heights have mastered, and a plain- land 
far and roomy; 

Over there a glittering hamlet; over there a rimless 
sea — 

Till the woman left the lowland and came up the hills 
to me. 

In her eyes were rushy meadows, kine among the dusky 
grasses; 

Weeds in mill-streams greenly swaying, where a swal- 
low’s shadow passes, 

On her bosom ruddy earth-stains, in her hands a valley 
rose; 

On her lips a store of perfumes, garnered where the lily 
grows. 
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Slow she moved, like cloud at morning, when the south- 
wind idly dreams. 

And her presence breathed of woodlands and of drowsy 
sunlit streams; 

Not of edelweiss nor gentian, strangers of the upper aii\ 

But of violets damp in corners, pools set round with 
maiden-hair; 

Dancing Lights on cabin windows, glow-worms burning 
in the dark; 

Treading down the crackling needles, ’twixt the pine- 
boles, brown and stark, 

Moving like a doomed to-morrow from the earth vales 
and the lea. 

With a red rose in her fingers she came up the hills to 
me. 


For a space we spoke of valleys, for she Uked my moun- 
tain eyes, 

And I set within her fillet one pale bloom of edelweiss. 

And I drank of earth-bees* honey in the hiving of her 

lips; 

Towns we talked instead of mountains, and instead of 
oceans, ships ; 

But the upper air grew chilly and she shivered from my 
breast, 

With my token on her forehead, down towards the vale 
she prest. 

God has set a moon this evening like a ghost between the 
trees. 

And the plain is white and splendid out towards the 
calling seas. 

And the light of Heaven’s garden through its golden 
oriels flows; 

But my heart is valley-tethered to the whisper of a 
rose 1 


THE VIRGIN SOUL 

Body yours? Perhaps it is, fettered by some strange 
convention 

That has labelled me and numbered me, who never 
should be labelled 1 

Soul and mind so much my own — I laugh to see them 
jaunting 

Baggage-free, along the paths, where the lilies flaunting 

Burn the morn with tiger spots: and with pollen showers, 

Merrily go fancy's steeds who never have been stabled, 

Trampling all the privet hedge and browsing on the 
flowers. 


Body yours if thus you will, by Man's queer invention 

Of a law to bind a love, which never could be bound. 

Do you kiss a corpse and And a semblance to the living? 

Outraged spirit in my bosom such a travesty forgiving 

Just because I fear to hurt you by the bitter truth re- 
vealing 

When you seem to be contented with the flaccid thing 
you've found — 

Fondle husks left in your keeping, while the rebel soul 
is stealing 


THE VIRGIN SOUL 


IS? 

Through your fingers and away, to its own, its un walled 
places. 

Rising on the flights of birds and dipping lightly to the 
valleys. 

Drinking at the fount of fragrance, one with plumy- 
waving grasses. 

One with those soft splendid shadows where the wind- 
blown cloud-pack passes 

Down to gardens where the moon-flower checks the 
white hours of her leasing 

And the sun -flower on her petals keeps the warm day's 
gilded tallies, 

Moon and Sun's devoted minions, with a rivalry un- 
ceasing! 

Men can seek a hand's caressing, or the touch of women's 
faces, 

And the bargain may assuage them — if this be the thing 
they need I 

Only in my outer garden may you stand with lust-shod 
feet: 

I have kept the inner chamber for another cool and 
sweet, 

And a flaming sword shall guard it, tireless, till that 
other come — 

Take my hand and lips and slake you: so I keep the 
word and deed, 

But my soul is always mateless till that other soul 
comes home! 


TIGRIS WAV 


As we came down the Tigris way we saw the blue- tiled 
tombs. 

We saw the caliph’s high white walls, his ladies* latticed 
rooms ; 

The sentinel negro, with a knife set in the loin-cloth*s 
fold. 

And little boats of reed and skin, the com, heaped dry 
and gold. 

We heard the desert winds, like flutes among the plumy 
trees. 

And ever came an anklet*s click to lure us down the 
breeze. 

We heard the hum of the bazaar, where thirsty creepers 
twine; 

We snatched a feast of purple figs, pomegranates red 
and fine. 

As we came down the Tigris way the moon was clear 
and high, 

It made a heaven of the earth, a desert of the sky, 

For it had plucked the golden stars and robbed them 
of their light, 

And filtered it to make the sands of silver minted bright 

As we came down the Tigris way I rode back stealthily, 

The moon, like some unpolished pearl sunk in a livid 
sea, 

Was smothered in a shell of cloud; the groves were 
black beneath — 

Only the sound of pulsing feet as regular as breath. 
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At times they seemed like n egret 1 feet that padded on 
the sand; 

Sometimes there came a flick of light, as from a jewelled 
hand. 

Or else the blue fire of a knife. Yet where the palm 
fronds sigh 

And whisper ^t Treachery ,, to the wind that trails its 
perfumes by, 

I knew, by heavy harem walls that will no secrets tell. 

Within the silence of your heart that knife was 
hidden well < 

Drip* Was that water on a stone? Does water fall like 
blood? 

Some crane perhaps, that came to drink along the sallow 
flood, 

Shook silver scatter from its wing and let the cool drops 

fan 

For earth to drink, like other drops that fell behind a 
wall 

As I came down the Tigris way a comrade rode with 
me, 

A blue-eyed Celt whose home was made beside a north- 
ern sea; 

And in the yellow of the noon, and in the white moon's 
shine. 

His shadow on the desert sands played hob-and-nob 
with mine. 

As I rode down the Tigris way — a hunted thing and 
banned — 

My comrade rode with me, but left no shadow on the 
sand 1 


THE PRAYER 


Measuring ribbons across a board, 

Piling figures on rigid page, 

Merging youth into bloodless age: 

* . . Give us time for our dreams, O Lord I 

Time for the mirroring rush on rush, 

In waters greener than Chinese jade: 

Time for a wing in a mottled glade 
Of light and shadow and fragrant hush* 

Time for a mountain, tall and blue, 

Everlastings along the sward: 

Give us leisure to dream, dear Lord, 

Lest we pay no tithe of our lives to you* 

Stitching, baking, and scrubbing floors, 

Rocking a fretful babe to rest: 

Lend us visions of gardens blest 
Through the easy hinges of Fancy's doors* 

Washing dishes and mending socks, 

Bending over the ironing board: 

* , * With spice and honeys of memory stored 
May thought-ships come to their twilight docks 
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In the rasp of a small suburban home 
Where the dull day ends as the day began : 

. , . As rich as the hues of a mousmee’s fan 
May the waft of colour on thought-winds come. 

In the ward where the sick man lies, too still. 
And hears the moan of the fever case: 

. . * Lord bring the dream to that pallid place, 
A wild bird's song on an April hill; 

With blaze of blossom for closing eyes. 

With the sweet of rain on a dusty tree, 

The dance of poppies beside the sea: 

A lazy moon in October skies. , . 

By broken windows where spiders swing 
O’er the filthy lane, make the vision glow, 

To shallow porches where roses grow 
And the gauze of the gloaming tastes of spring. 

Set the soul ajar that the dreams may flit 
Gold butterflies o’er our sombre scheme: 

Be we coining money or losing it, * . 

Lord , make us never too wise to dream! 


L 


MOONRISE 

The Barley creek was running high, the Narrows were 
abrira. 

As low I crouched beside the ridge, and watched an 
hour for him. 

And out against the round red moon that lipped each 
standing twig 

How black the drooping gum-boughs seemed I The moon 
how bright and bigl 

The troopers watched the hills, I knew. But I, more 
wise than they. 

Guessed that the man they hunted down would ride a 
nearer way. 

If rider passed along the ridge from where I watched 
the track, 

He would stand out against the moon, a silhouette in 
black. 

So hidden in the fern I lay, for he, I loved, had sworn 

That he would come to where I hid, at moonrise or at 
mom. 

And then above the sighing wind, the leaf talk in the 
trees, 

I thought I heard a horse’s bit a-jingle in the breeze, 

And all the red came to my cheeks, the kisses to my 
mouth. 

As though a crush of rosea fed the wind along the South. 
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I peered between the ferny cowls; I clasped my hands 
above 

The heart that ached to cry aloud thanksgiving for its 
love, 

I saw him black against the red. How blood-red was the 
m oon I 

And more of summer was the air than like a night in 
June, 

A frosty night. And clear the sound of hoof-beats on the 
track; 

And he a target on the moon , the red beyond the 
black , 


A curlew whistled from the plain; a mopoke flapped; 
and then — 

The night was full of spitting oaths, and pistol shots, 
and men. 

I thought the troopers watched the hills. Ah, God, how 
could I know 

Among the laces of the fern they, too, were crouching 
low? 

I saw a trooper's grim-set face across a fallen log. 

My Man? Among the shattered gorge they trapped him 
like a dogl 


The sergeant got his stripes for this. My man hanged 
yesterday. 

. . * The sergeant with his new- won stripes to-night 
will pass this way. 

The red moon will be full to-night, and very bright and 
big 

Across her face the boughs will stand, clean-cut in every 
twig; 
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And I shall creep among the fern — I know the old trail 
well. 

It is the road that lies between the walls of Heaven and 
Hell— 

With rifle laid across my knees III watch the dewy 
track: 

The sergeant ’twixt me and the moon t a silhouette in 
black . , , 


RINGBARKED TIMBER 


In sunny days how fully they confess 
With pale arms, lifted to skies desolate, 

The abject penance of their nakedness. 

That shows the world the sorrow of their state. 

On moonlit nights they rise, bone-stark and white, 
Beneath that cold and starry diadem; 

But in the kindness of the moonless night 

Forgotten leaves come rustling back to them. 

If you should stand beside the paddock gate. 

Still as a post yourself, nor move, nor speak: 

A touch that is no more than feather-weight 
Will lightly brush, in passing, on your cheek. 

Maybe you name it as a twilight moth. 

Losing direction where the cloud-world heaves; 

But out of summer’s folded cerecloth 

Back to the ringbarked trees have come the leaves! 

Could you not smell the gum-tang drifting past? 

Could you not feel the warmth of blossoming? 

Did you not sense how gallantly was cast 
About that bitter need, the cloak of spring? 
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RINGBARKED TIMBER 


Into the dead wood rose the winey sap; 

Twigs on the bitten branch came thick and fast; 
And Youth was cuddled in the grey earth’s lap, 

And barrenness was quick with life at last l 

When the dawn winds, across the sapling track. 
Whisper a warning, and a whistling bird 
Calls to the dreams to lift their pedlar’s pack: 

Once more the flitting of the leaves is heard. 

And when the gold sun breaks along the East, 

Faintly it flushes, where the lonely boughs 
Are stripped again, like spendthrift from a feast, 
Beggared to pay for that one night’s carouse. 

But in the deep dark nights when no moon-sheen 
Pricks with fine needles through the brown earth’s 
hem. 

Marking white bones where Tragedy has been, 
Forgotten leaves come rustling back to themf 


THE DEMOCRATS 


I always hope your ghost can not come back. 

For it would break your tidy heart to see 
How, round your stone, the greedy wild weeds pack. 
And buttercups allure the careless bee* 

You were so neat in life, you loved to mark 

With tape and rule the substance of your days; 

You measured every hour from dawn to dark 
And never wandered in unscheduled ways. 

A row of tiles kept in your pruned loves; 

Your passions, too, were dipt and deftly trimmed* 
To lift your dust the reckless vine-root moves; 

Your very name with lichen rags is rimmed. 

Two dragonflies in summer wantoning 
Coquet about the raiL The red wasp sups 
On blooms spawned from the fecund dust of spring; 

And over you, those wild and golden cups 
Laugh at the rust on Custom's gilded glaive — 

Pert vagabonds that fill the gipsy track — 

To make a lawless tangle o'er your grave, 

I always hope your ghost can not come hack / 


THE BROKEN HEART 


A wind came whispering of many things 
To a garden set apart; 

And it seemed to me, on its scented wings 
It carried a broken heart — 

The heart of a woman that could not rest 
Except in the hush of a blossom’s breast. 

Have they buried her out in some arid place, 

Wire fences and long grey plains. 

With the yellowing grasses above her face 
Where the cracked earth, crying for balm of rains 
Under the frown of the cloudless skies, 

Lets the sun slip through to her tear-sick eyes? 

The wind throbbed into a lily's cup, 

It cried like a babe o’er a withered rose, 

And it climbed to the linked wistarias up 
And rippled down where the lupin grows. 

Till the dust of the woman's heart was set 
In the moist, sweet greenness of mignonette. 

The noon is here, and the breezes flag; 

But a bee, who hid in the mignonette, 

Wings heavily with its treasure bag. 

Such full reward has its delving met. 

That I think, as I watch the laden start, 

‘There was honey stf// in that broken heart I' 1 


LITTLE BROWN HAND 


To-morrow I wad with fair Yolanda 

Of the milk* white throat and the moth-white hand. 

Many a league spreads her father’s land. 

Ah, never a rood had lost Brown Hand! 

But where the pointed sun dirks fell, to slit the dusk 
of the trees apart 

A starling sang in the green wildwecd 
* . . Yet . . . eagles mate with the eagle breed: 

Oh, Little Brown Hand you weary me; take your fingers 
out of my heart 1 


To-morrow the gold of Yolande's hair. 

Will be laced with pearls moon-blanched and fair; 

And hard white diamonds everywhere 
Will fleck the plaits of that pale gold hair. 

Brown Hands slung berries dusky red, on amber bosom 
and curved brown arm, 

And in her eyes was the gipsy fire 
That drives men mad with a long desire. 

But Yolande’s white warms not the blood, nor stirs the 
pulse from its sluggish calm. 
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LITTLE BROWN HAND 


To none does the house of Yo3ande yield: 

Sixteen quart e rings deck the shield — 
mailed hand on an azure held 
steel-blue dagger doth ever wield* 

Lost Brown Hand had neither wealth nor kin: 

A reckless wildweed that trailed apart 
I grasped* But I did not mean to hold — 

Yolande brings portion of much fine gold * * . 

Oh* Little Brown Hand, you madden me, take your 
fingers out of my heart! 


PIERROT 


I did not ask Pierrot to come — 

And so, of course, Pierrot has come. 

To anyone who asks him m 
Pierrot excuses wilL begin; 

And i£ you say you're not at home 
Pierrot will come, 

Hjb Face is white. But oh, his eyes? 
What eyes were ever more alive J 
The cap is black upon his head: 

Frail Columbine, perhaps, is dead, 

And Pierrot need no longer strive 
For quips to keep her love alive, 

I did not ask Pierrot to come. 

Along the panel of my door 
I saw a slender shadow pass 
Like wind-blown leaf, like moving grass. 
His heel-less slippers on the floor 
Tripped airily inside my door. 

I did not ask Pierrot to come. 

But in his hand he held a rose — 

The rose was faded, his caress 
Had kissed its red to tiredness, . , 

And now my heart beats quick. It knows 
That it must break // Pierrot goesf 


THE WORKER 

Lord* Keep my hand to the plough, for I love the breath 
of the furrows: 

The wall of the cane beyond them, and the green 
shoots rimming the Ridge, 

The flaky bank by the river where the chattering piper 
burrows. 

And the water spider crosses by way of his phantom 
bridge. 

Keep my hand to the plough! I want to watch from no 
eyrie 

Others sweat at the striving and others handle the 
hoe. 

What if the west wind chill me, or the sun beat straight 
and fiery, 

I am only taking the highway at the pace that the 
strong men go. 

What if my limbs grow weary and my shoulders bow to 
the toOing, 

I have seen the glad dawn fingers encircle the East 
with rose. 

I want to dream by no window the aim of the Poor 
Man's moiling, 

I want to mark with my footstep the road that the 
worker goes. 
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Heap the pillows for others! Let their thews grow slack 
with resting! 

The daisies wake to my passing feet as I take to the 
field again: 

I have seen the brown hawk pouncing; the towers of the 
scrub-hen’s nesting; 

I have bared my head to the breezes, I have bowed 
my head to the rain. 

Give to the king his purple — that other men have paid 
for— 

The long grass bends before me in the shade of the 
unclipt bough. 

I earn whatever I gather. One boon alone I have prayed 
for 

Until the last red sunset . . . Lord! Keep my hand 
to the plough! 


A SONG 


It costs not much to make a song — 


A petal from an apple-tree 


Massed in pale bloom; or, lost among 
The yellow blossom cups, a bee; 

A foam of cloud on Heaven's wave; 

A star that one can never touch; 

A cricket in his grassy cave — 

The themes for music cost not much* 

It costs not much to make a song — 

A red rose on a thorny tree; 

A brain to dream a whole day long; 

A soul to feel; an eye to see; 

A breath of lavender that floats 
From mossy gardens out of sight; 

A bird with summer in its notes; 

A pool of moonshine on the night. 

It needs no thews of mighty strength. 

No treasure fund of gold to sink: 

, \ . Only a pen a dagger's length 
With well of heart's blood for the ink . 
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